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PREFACE 

TO   THE   SECOND   EDITION 


The  First  Edition  of  the  following  Poem  was 
published  two  years  ago.  Up  to  that  period,  the 
name  of  Hollingswoeth  was  entirely  unknown 
amongst  English  Poets,  When  "Childe  Erconwold" 
first  appeared,  it  received  most  favourable  notices 
from  some  of  the  leading  critics  of  the  age,  and 
since  that  time  the  popularity  of  its  Author  has 
been  daily  increasing.  Had  he  lived  a  few  years 
longer,  there  can  be  little  doubt  he  would  have 
attained  a  rank  equal  to  some  of  the  most  illus- 
trious of  those  upon  whom  the  mantle  of  poetry 
has  fallen  in  our  island  home.  That  he  may  do 
so  even  now  is  by  no  means  improbable,  as  many 
of  his  productions  still  remain  unpublished. 

True,  this  is  an  age  in  which  the  ranting-wordy 
spasmodics  and  the  "washy  lakers"  are  much  in 
favour,  but  in  spite  of  this  there  remains  still 
in   the  English  heart,  a  deep  love  for  that  sound 


2 
substantial   old    Saxon  which   has   made   English 
Literature  so  famous  and  so  immortal.     . 

HoLLiNGSWORTH  had  an  intense  love  for  that 
grand  and  expressive  language,  Anglo-Saxon,  now 
so  much  neglected  for  the  barbarous  jargon — semi- 
Latin  cum  French — which  prevails  so  extensively 
in  our  literature.  He  was  probably — though  during 
his  life  time  few  were  aware  of  the  fact — one  of 
the  best  Anglo-Saxon  scholars  of  his  day.  Amongst 
his  manuscripts  there  are  translations  of  modern 
authors  into  that  noble  tongue,  done  in  a  manner 
which  few  have  equalled — none  surpassed.  His 
taste  in  this  respect  has  considerably  influenced  his 
poetry  as  will  appear  obvious  on  examining  "Childe 
Erconwold." 

A  long  introduction,  however,  in  the  form  of  a 
preface,  is  by  no  means  necessary.  The  Poem 
will  speak  for  itseli". 

GEORGE   SEXTON, 

London,  M(ii/  Isf,  1S58. 
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Alfred  Johnftone  Hollingfworth 

WRITTEN     BY    HIS    TUTOR, 
THE  REV.  ,  OF  ,  NEAR  LIVERPOOL. 
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^y^HILE  reading  The  Ti?nes  of  the  15th  December,  1853, 
I  obferved  the  following;  advertifement : — 


THE  RELATIVES  of  ALFRED  JOHNSTONE 
IIOLLINGSWORTH,  who  returned  from  Deumatklust  April, 
are  requested  to  COMMUNICATE  with  Mr.  Edward  Melladew,34, 
Ijreat  Tower-street,  City. 

Though  the  perfon  named  here  was  no  relative  of  mine, 
yet  he  had  been  to  me  as  dear  as  any  of  my  fons  ;  and  was 
ftill  remembered  with  a  kind  of  parental  affe6lion.  That 
the  intereft  I  had  in  him  and  the  above  advertifement  may  be 
fully  underftood,  I  will  endeavour  to  give  a  fketch  of  his 
career. 

A.  J.  Hollingfworth  was  born  near  London  about  the  year 
1818.      His  mother,  whom  I  have  known  alnioft  all  my  life. 
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is  a  lady  of  high  refpeilabih'ty.  Her  infant  was  left  to  the 
care  of  an  aged  widow — a  nurfe,  whofe  hufband's  name  was 
Hollingfworth.  The  child  was  called  after  her  and  her  family, 
and  treated  as  her  own. 

In  1828,  when  the  boy  was  about  ten  years  of  age,  he 
was  placed  under  my  guardianship  by  her  who  was  moft 
interefted  in  his  welfare.  She  requefled  that  he  fhould  receive 
the  bell:  claflical  education;  and  be  treated  as  one  of  my  own 
family  circle.  I  made  a  facred  vow  that  I  would  never 
divulge  her  name  to  him  or  to  any  other.  It  is  for  this  reafon 
that  mine  too  muft  appear  a  blank  in  this  publication.  As 
I  am  fo  well  acqainted  with  her  and  her  family,  my  being 
known  might  end  in  making  them  fo.  It  is,  moreover,  my 
intention  not  to  let  this  public  literary  occupation  interfere 
with  my  clerical  flation.  I  hope  that  this  confeflion  will 
fufficc  to  fatisfy  all  curiofity  on  this, — the  moft  unpleafant 
part  of  my  undertaking. 

The  boy  foon  difplayed  great  natural  ability,  and  quicknefs 
in  learning  ;  going  through  his  grammars  with  extraordinary 
facility.  He  had  an  excellent  memory  ;  and  was  very  fond 
of  reading.  He  began  to  write  poetry  when  he  was  about 
fifteen  years  of  age  ;  and,  as  it  feems,  continued  ever  after- 
wards to  do  fo.  I  was  afraid  that  his  conftitution  might  fufter 
from  his  ftudies,  and  was  frequently  obliged    to  damp  his 
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ardour,  I  was  then  engaged  with  the  ftudy  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  tongue  :  in  which  he  received  fome  inftructions. 
Perhaps,  his  early  knowledge  of  this  language  gave  him  that 
tafte  for  Northern  Antiquities,  which  he  afterwards  fo 
diligently  cultivated. 

The  boy  thus  grew  up  into  a  young  man.  He  was  even 
then,  in  his  youth,  eccentric;  for  he  fhunned  the  rough  fports 
in  which  generally  thofe  of  his  years  delight;  and  preferred 
ftudy  or  wandering  alone  to  any  gymnaftic  exercife.  He 
became,  in  mind  and  habits,  a  man  before  he  had  been  a  boy. 
His  adopted  aged  parent  had  probably  ftamped  the  child  with 
her  own  antiquity  :  the  old  nurfe  was  flill  lurking  in  him  ; 
and  fwayed,  perhaps,  more  or  lefs,  his  whole  exiflence. 
Much,  too,  was  owing  to  his  naturally  weak  conftitution  : 
his  cheft  was  delicate  ;  his  ftature,  tall  and  thin,  inclined  to 
fl:oop.  He  was  eafily  provoked,  and  very  pafTionate  ;  had  a 
tender  afFe6lionate  heart,  but  a  proud  independent  fpirit  : 
which  fuffered  no  reftraint,  and  rebelled  the  more  it  was 
chaftifed.  I  was,  for  many  reafons,  more  indulgent  to  him 
than  I  would  have  been  to  others. 

It  was  decided,  that  he  fhould  enter  Cambridge  when  he 
was  fufficiently  advanced  ;  but  he  had  a  horror  of  college 
regulations,  and  of  all  fyftematical  ftudy  :  though  what  he 
once  did  undertake,  he  toiled,  excluding  all  other  objecfts,  to 
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accomplifti.  His  going  to  Cambridge  was,  therefore,  polt- 
poned  ;  and  poftponed  till  at  laft,  through  what  fubfequently 
occurred,  it  never  happened. 

He  muft  have  always  had  a  lively  recollecStion  of  his  aged 
nurfe  —  his  adopted  mother  ;  and  would,  doubtlefs,  often 
wonder  at  the  fudden  tranfition  from  her  humble  ftation  to 
that  in  which  he  was  now  placed.  He  had  been  taught  to 
believe  that  his  father  died  when  he  was  an  infant ;  that,  at 
his  mother's  (the  nurfe's)  death,  a  rich  uncle  in  London  had 
placed  him  under  my  care  ;  paying  his  bills,  and  furnifhing 
him  with  all  that  he  required.  But  the  world  foon  learns, 
and  is  always  ready,  to  reproach  thefe  unfortunate  people. 
His  queftions,  as  he  grew  older  and  more  fufpicious,  were  of 
a  ferious  character  : — What  were  his  profpcds  ?  Why  could 
he  not  vifit  his  uncle  ?  What  was  his  profejjion  ? — I  endea- 
voured to  fatisfy  my  pupil  by  faying,  that  he  was  well  pro- 
vided for  ;  and  would  be  comfortably  independent.  But  the 
queftions  occurred  again  and  again;  and  I  was,  at  laft,  obliged 
to  evade  them,  or  to  refufe  an  anfwer. 

In  1838,  he,  being  about  twenty  years  of  age,  met  a  young 
lady  at  my  houfe.  She  frequently  vifited  my  wife.  She  was 
of  a  highly  refpe6lable  family  that  attended  my  church  : 
where  he,  doubtlefs,  often  had  obferved  her.  They  became 
fondly  attached  to  each  other.     His  ardent  afFe6lion  changed 
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his  whole  charader  and  career.  He  cared  lefs  about  his 
ftudies  ;  and  requefted  me  to  introduce  him  to  her  parents 
that  he  might  afk  their  confent  to  marry  her.  I  remonftrated 
with  him,  telling  him  that  he  was  too  young  for  fuch  an  impor- 
tant ftep  ;  and  that  he  fliould  firft  travel  a  little.  He  became 
angry,  went,  and  gained  an  introdudion  through  others.  I 
then  fecretly  wrote  to  his  mother.  She  begged  me  not  to 
thwart  him.  He  afked  the  confent  of  the  young  lady's 
parents.  They  applied  to  me  for  references  to  his  family  : 
which  I  could  not  give  them.  My  negative  anfwers  caufed 
them  to  fufpedl  all;  when  they,  highly  indignant  at  my  not 
having  prevented  him  from  fpeaking  to  their  daughter,  left 
my  houfe  and,  foon  afterwards,  my  church.  Thus  ended  my 
friendlliip  with  them.  It  would  be  the  moji  difficult  thing  in 
this  world  to  keep  young  people  from  looking  at  each  other. 
The  lady's  parents  went,  and  anfwered  my  pupil  very  roughly  ; 
uncharitably  telling  him  openly  what  he  was,  and  ordering 
him  to  leave  their  houfe  for  ever.  He,  enraged  at  them, 
came  to  me ;  and  furioufly  commanded  me  to  tell  him  who, 
and  where,  his  parents  were  ;  accufmg  me  of  all  his  misfor- 
tunes,— of  being  in  a  plot  which  was  formed  to  defraud  and 
ruin  him.  Here  I  too  became  angry,  and  refolutely  refufed 
to  anfwer  his  command.  He  threatened  defperate  things.  I 
wrote  to  London,  requefting  his  mother  to  releafe  me  of  my 


charge.  She  begged  me  to  bear  with  him.  He  would  go, 
he  faid,  to  London  and  find  his  parents.  I  defied  him  to  do 
fo.  He  fhut  himfelf  up  in  his  room,  regarding  all  as  his 
enemies,  and  afting  as  one  would  that  was  afi-aid  of  being 
poifoned.  At  laft,  he  requefted  me  to  beg  his  "  uncle"  (as 
he  fiieeringly  called  his  parent)  to  advance  a  fiim  of  money 
which  would  enable  him  to  travel  for  five  years.  This  was 
a  wild  propofal ;  but  as  we  could  not  exift  together,  I  was 
as  wifhful  as  he  was  to  further  it ;  and  made  it  to  his  mother. 
After  much  unpleafant  correfpondence,  a  fum  was  advanced. 
He  received  it ;  and  left  my  houfe;  faying  that,  when  it  was 
expended,  he  {hould  come  again.  He  remained  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood fome  weeks,  lodging  at  a  cottage  near  the  young 
lady's  home  J  but  finally  departed  for  London.  This  was  in 
1839.  ^^c^  was  his  thanklefs  return  for  ten  years  paternal 
kindnefs ! 

In  1844,  he  re-appeared.  He  informed  me  that  he  had 
been  travelling  through  France;  and  had  fliudied  at  fome 
German  univerfity.  He  was  more  affable,  or  tried  to  be  fo, 
than  he  ever  had  been ;  and  begged  me  to  forget  all  that  had 
tranfpired.  We  were,  indeed,  glad  to  meet  again;  but  his 
principal  objeft  was  to  procure  more  money.  He  remained 
at  my  houfe  until  he  had  received  the  defired  remittance.  I 
gave  him  my  beft  advice ;  and  begged  him  to  ftudy  for  fome 


itlcmoiisi.  xi 

profcllion.  We  parted  friendly,  wifhing  each  other  all  hap- 
pinefs.  I  was  in  conftant  correfpondence  with  his  mother  : 
who  was  often  fecretly  informed  of  his  movements. 

Years  pafTed  away.  In  1849,  he  came  again.  He  had 
been  in  Spain,  Portugal,  and  other  countries  fince  his  laft 
vifit.  I  ftrongly  advifed  him  to  turn  his  knowledge  and 
ability  to  fome  account :  he  came  not  for  advice  but  for 
money.     He  received  another  remittance  ;  and  departed. 

In  1853,  he  re-appeared  ;  received  his  ufual  remittance, 
and  left. 

I  have   defcribed  Mr.   HoUingfworth  as  he  was  when  a 

youth ;  as  this  was  our  laft  meeting,  I  may  here  defcribe  him 

as  he  then  appeared.     He  feemed  to  have  loft  all  youthful- 

nefs :  he   had  become  a   pale  forrowful-looking  man;    was 

meager,  above  the  middle  ftature,  having  a  flight  ftoop  ;  was 

of  a  dark — not  fallow — complexion  ;  his  forehead  was  high, 

but  fomewhat  wrinkled  ;  his  nofe,  prominent,  inclined  to  the 

Roman;  his  eye,  jet,  large,  and  expreffive.     He  ftiaved  off" 

all  appearance  of  whifkers.     There  was  about  his  face  an 

old-faftiionednefs  (if  I  may  fo  exprefs  myfclf)  which,  not- 

withftanding  his  fine  black  hair  and  beardlefs  chin,  caufcd 

him  to  look  ten  years  older  than  he  was.     At  firft  fight,  one 

was   apt  to  take   him   for  a  man  of  forty  who   (havcd   his 

cheeks  and  wore  a  wig  vainly  to  appear  youthful  again.    His 
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general  appearance  was  that  of  a  man  who  had  grown  old 
before  his  time  ; — of  one  whofe  body  was  always  on  the  rack 
of  his  mind.  He  wore  then  a  dark  furtout,  dark  pantaloons, 
black  velvet  waiftcoat,  and  black  neckhandkerchief  careleflly 
knotted  :  unadorned  with  rings  or  jewellery  of  any  kind. 

I  heard  nothing  of  Mr.  Hollingfworth  before  the  15th  De- 
cember, 1853  •  when  reading  The  Times  of  that  day,  I 
noticed  the  advertifement  already  quoted.  I  proceeded  to 
London  on  the  following  morning  ;  but  was  informed  there 
that  Mr.  Edward  Melladew  was  at  Birkenhead.  I  procured  his 
addrcfs,  and  haftened  to  Birkenhead  :  where  he  made  to  me 
a  moft  diftrefling  communication.  I  begged  him,  fome  time 
after  our  interview,  to  convey  to  paper  all  that  he  remem- 
bered of  Mr.  Hollingfworth.  To  avoid  repetition,  I  fliall  at 
once  lay  Mr.  Edward  Melladew's  flatement  before  the 
reader.     It  is  the  foUowino; : — 

Birkenhead,  January  10,  1854. 

"  The  Rev. ,  at ,  near  Liverpool. 

"  Dear  Sir, 

"  You  wifli  me  to  give  you  an  account  of  my  meet- 
ing with  Mr.  Hollingfworth,  and  I  will  attempt  to  do  fo  ; 
but  I  cannot  remember  much.  I  was  fent  on  bufinefs  in 
the  autumn  of  1850  by  a  London  firm  for  which  I  travel,  to 
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Denmark  and  Sweden.  I  left  London  by  the  fteamer 
*' John  Bull"  for  Hamburg;  and  travelled  from  Hamburg 
to  Lubeck  by  diligence ;  and  then  left  there  by  the  fteamer 
"  Svithjod"  for  Stockholm.  As  I  had  finifhed  mybufmefs  at 
Stockholm,  I  failed  to  Wifby  on  the  ifland  of  Gothland.  I 
was  told  at  the  inn  there  that  a  countryman  of  mine  of  the 
name  of  Hollingfworth  was  in  the  town.  As  I  had  com- 
pleted my  bufmefs  there,  I  went  on  board  the  fteamer  to 
return  to  Stockholm.  An  Englifhman  was  in  the  boat;  for 
I  foon  faw  that  he  was  an  Englifhman  ;  and  fuppofed,  he 
was  the  one  I  had  heard  of  We  got  acquainted  on  the 
voyage,  and  went  to  the  fame  hotel  in  Stockholm.  I  remem- 
ber, Mr.  Hollingfworth  did  nothing  there  but  read  and  write : 
he  feemed  to  be  at  home  in  every  ftrange  place ;  and  never 
cared  about  feeing  remarkable  places;  for,  he  faid,  he  had 
fcen  them  all;  but  what  he  liked  moft  was  to  lie  in  his 
drefling-gown  on  the  fofa,  reading,  and  fmoking  his  German 
pipe,  and  drinking  black  coffee  :  he  feemed  to  be  quite  tired 
of  travelling.  I  remember,  the  cholera  Avas  in  Sweden-then; 
it  had  not  broken  out  in  Stockholm,  but  it  was  expelled : 
nothing  elfe  was  talked  of,  and  the  whole  country  was  bufy 
with  nothing  but  cholera;  the  foolifh  quarantine  regulations 
obliged  me  to  give  up  my  journey  to  Gothenburg,  and  all 
my  plans   in   Sweden.      I    confequently  left    Stockholm   for 


xiv  IMcmoiig. 

Denmark  with  Mr.  Hollingfworth  ;  and  we  pafTed  through 
Yftadt  and  came  to  Malmo,  where  we  failed  from  in  a  fmall 
floop  for  Copenhagen ;  but  had  to  go  with  two  other  pafl'en- 
gers  to  Klampenborg,  a  few  miles  from  Copenhagen,  to  per- 
form quarantine.     I  remember,  that  place  was  like  a  park  ; 
and  we  were  brought  into  a  fmall  cottage  there,  which  was 
like  a  lodge  or  gamekeeper's  houfe  ;  with  a  fmall  fpace  of 
ground  for  exercife,  railed  off.     A  fentinel  flood  there  at  the 
gate,  where  a  bell  was  rung  when  anything  was  ordered  ; 
and  the  provifions  were  puflied  through  a  kind  of  trough. 
I  remember  that  place  and  what  happened  there  better  than 
all  the  reft  of  my  journey ;  for  I  was  ten  days  there.     We 
were  all  fellow-prifoners,  and  eafily  acquainted  ;  Mr.  Hol- 
lingfworth and  I  were  countrymen,  and  were  foon  brotherly ; 
our   friendfhip   began   there,   I   may   fay ;    he   gave   me    an 
account  of  his  travels  :  I  underftood,  he  had  ftudied  at  a 
German  college ;  and  had  been  often  in  Spain.     His  con- 
verfation  was  amufmg,  but  he  was  clofe  in  all  about  his 
home  and  family.      I  could  hear,  he  was  a  bachelor  ;  and  a 
native  of  London,  but  was  educated  fomewhere  near  Liver- 
pool ;  I  was  curious  to  know  whereabouts  near  Liverpool, 
as  my  home  was  at  Birkenhead;  but  he  was  clofe  about  this. 
His  room  at  the  quarantine  was  next  to  mine ;  he  read  there  till 
noon,  and  had  the  habit  of  walking  about  in  it,  and  fpeaking  to 


himfelf  in  fome  foreign  language ;  he  feemed  to  fpeak  every  lan- 
guage as  well  as  his  own,  and  had  a  great  memory  :  he  afto- 
nifhed  our  foreign  companions  with  his  knowledge  of  their 
countries  and  literature.  One  of  them  was  a  German,  the 
other  was  a  Swede,  I  think.  I  thought  my  friend  was  a 
very  clever  man,  but  not  a  happy  one.  We  all  met  after 
dinner  in  our  public  room,  and  played  Ecarte,  Chefs,  and 
Backgammon.  Our  Swedifli  companion  was  a  good  finger, 
I  remember ;  and  carried  in  his  pocket  an  album,  and  took 
fketches.  He  took  the  German's  likenefs  one  evening, 
while  my  friend  and  I  were  playing  Chefs  ;  he  afked  Mr. 
HoUingfworth  to  fit  for  his  likenefs,  and  (ketched  his  portrait, 
which  I  fhowed  you.  My  friend  threw  it  to  me,  and  faid, 
"There,  Melladew, — there's  z  fouvenir  of  our  journey."* 
It  is  bad  enough,  and  I  prized  it  little  then ;  but  I  value  it 
now,  as  it  is  the  only  likenefs  of  him.  We  drove  to  Copen- 
hagen when  the  ten  days  were  out,  where  I  ftayed  at  the 
Hotel  Phoenix :  he  went  to  private  lodgings.  His  favourite 
place  was  the  Mufeum  of  Northern  Antiquities,  but  I  pre- 
ferred Thorvaklfen's  Mufeum  and  The  Cafino.  I  ftayed  at 
Copenhagen  about  a  week,  and  we  met  every  evening ;  we 

*  The  worft  part  of  this  likenefs  (fee  frontifpiece)  is  the  mouth  : 
the  upper  lip  fliould  have  been  curled  ;  the  lower  is  too  fniall  and 
hanging. — Ed. 
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were  very  forry  to  part  after  about  fix  weeks'  travelling 
together ;  he  promifed  to  write  to  me,  and  to  vifit  me  when 
he  returned  to  England,  which  I  begged  him  to  do  ;  and 
then  went  home  by  Lubeck  and  Hamburg  ;  and  arrived  in 
London  after  being  away  about  two  months.  This  is  all 
that  I  can  remember  now  of  my  journey  with  Mr.  Hollingf- 
worth.  I  remember  only  a  few  things  here  and  there  ;  for 
he  was  then  no  more  to  me  than  any  other  fellow-traveller, 
and  I  took  little  notice  of  what  did  not  concern  my  bufinefs. 
I  fee  by  my  letters,  it  was  in  September,  1853,  ^^'^^J^  three 
years  after  my  arrival  in  London^  I  was  at  home  in  Birken- 
head. I  had  made  feveral  other  journeys  in  thofe  three 
years,  and  never  expe<Sled  to  fee  Mr.  Hollingfworth  again  ; 
for  he  had  not  even  written  to  me.  The  fervant  one  morn- 
ing informed  me  that  a  gentleman  wifhed  to  fpeak  to  me  ; 
I  went,  and  faw  to  my  aftonifhment  Mr.  Hollingfworth. 
He  dined  with  me  that  day,  and  told  me,  he  returned  to 
England  laft  April ;  he  gave  me  an  account  of  what  he  had 
been  doing  fince  we  parted  ;  he  had  been  fludying  Icelandic 
in  Copenhagen  ;  and  had  been  in  Iceland  ;  and  in  different 
parts  of  Denmark  to  ftudy,  as  I  underflood  him,  the  Danifh 
dialedls  ;  he  told  me,  he  had  had  the  brain-fever,  and  his 
appearance  was  changed  for  the  worfe.  I  advifed  him  to 
ftudy  lefs,  when  he  anfwered,  "  I  fly  to  books  as  fomc  men 
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fly  to  drink;"  but  the  grand  end  of  his  vifit  was  to  tell  me 
that  he  was  about  going  to  America,  to  fee,   he   faid,  the 
Falls  of  Niagara.     He  wifhed  me  to  take  charge  of  a  box 
which  he   had  filled  with   all  he   would    not  need  on   the 
journey;  it  contained  books  and  papers,  he  faid,  which  were 
of  no  ufe  to  others  but  valuable  to  him ;  he  told  me  to  take 
great  care  of  it,  which  I  aflured  him,  I  would  do.     This  was, 
to  the  befl:  of  my  recollecftion,  on  the  14th  or  15th  September 
laft.      He  told  me,  the  "  Ifaac  Wright"  was  the  firfl:  fhip, 
and  was  advertifed  to  fail  on  the  i6th,  but  might  be  detained 
a  day  ;  fo,  we  went  to  fee  the  vefl'el,  which  was  a  firfl:  clafs 
regular   packet-fhip  of  Meflrs.   Baring   Brothers  and  Co.'s 
Line,     I  afked  my  friend  if  he  had  taken   his   pafiage  ;  he 
could   do   that,  he  faid,   on   board  when  he   had   tried   the 
accommodations.     I  told  him  not  to  think  of  going  in  any 
but  the  firft  cabin  ;  as  he  would,  otherwife,  be  jumbled  up 
with  emigrants  and  all  forts  of  people  : — "  Well,"  was  his 
anfwer  ;  ''  we  are  all  God's  creatures."     He  was  not  at  all 
nice  about  where  he  lodged,  or  how  he  travelled, — I  faw 
that  in  our  journey  ;   for  fuch  an  old  wanderer  was  accuf- 
tomed  to  all  forts  of  people  and  places  ;  firft  clafs  or  third 
clafs  was  all  the  fame  to  him.     I  was  with  him  every  day  in 
Liverpool  till  he  failed;  he  told  me,  when  we  parted,  to  take 
great  care  of  the  box.      I  begged  him   to  be  quite  at   eafe 
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about  it;  he  promifed  to  write  to  me  from  America.  This 
was  our  fecond  parting.  As  I  was  in  Liverpool  in  the 
beginning  of  October,  I  heard  the  "  Ifaac  Wright's"  cala- 
mity; a  full  account  was  in  the  papers;  the  following  was 
in  The  Thnes  of  the  yth  October  : — 

LIVERPOOL,  Oct.  6. 

The  cholera  has  broken  out  among  the  German  paflengers  on 
board  the  American  emigrant-fhip  Ifaac  Wright,  \vhich  put  back  to 
this  port  on  Tuefday,  having  ftruck  on  a  rock  N.N.W.  of  Cape 
Clear  on  the  28th  ult.  Before  the  velTel  reached  the  Merfey  47  paf- 
fengers  were  thrown  overboard,  and  after  making  the  river  three 
more  died  and  were  carried  afliore.  It  was  then  found  neceflary  to 
remove  a  confiderable  number  to  the  hofpital  at  the  workhoule,  three 
unfortunate  creatures  dying  in  the  carts  on  their  tranfit  thither.  The 
governor  of  the  workhoufe,  who  witnefled  the  Irifli  famine  crifis, 
fays  he  never  faw  cardoads  of  human  mifery  which  filled  him  with 
lb  much  horror  as  thofe  which  conveyed  the  fick  emigrants  to  the 
\vorkhoufe  on  Tuefday.  Several  died  on  Wednefday,  and  five  more 
expired  between  2  o'clock  this  morning  and  the  time  our  correfpondent 
made  enquiries  at  the  houfe  (3.35  p.m.).  There  were  then  38  fick 
emigrants  in  the  hofpital,  many  of  whom  are,  no  doubt,  dead  before 
this  will  meet  the  public  eye.  The  poor  creatures  were  loud  in  their 
complaints  of  the  inlbfficiency  and  unvvholelbmenefs  of  the  provi- 
fions  on  board,  fome  of  them  afferting  that  feveral  of  their  relatives 
and  friends  had  died  from  pofitive  hunger  and  thirll: ;  while  thev 
defcribed  the  conduft  of  the  officers  and  crew  as  having  been  brutal 
in  the  extreme.  The  cook  (a  black)  they  faid,  had  charged  them  at 
the  rate  of  6d.  a-quart  for  hot  water,  while  for  the  firft  1 1  days  they 
only  received  fix  days'  provifions.  One  efpecial  caufe  of  grievance 
was,  that  at  the  end  of  the  firft  week  at  fca  the  divifion  between  the 
men  and  women's  berths  was  broken  down,  and  that  there  was 
nothing  to  fecurc  a  fcparation  of  the  fexes.  There  are  ftill  a  few 
cafes  of  cholera  in  the  workhoufe  from  the  American  emigrant  fliip 
Silas  Greenman  ;  but  the  difeafe  among  them  has  been  partially  over- 
come, and  no  danger  is  apprehended  in  their  cafe.  There  have  been 
feveral  deaths  from  cholera  in  the  town  fincc  Mondav. 
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•  I  was  fadly  (hocked  at  all  this,  and  could  not  find  his  name 
amongft  the  names  of  the  cabin  paflengers.  I  thought,  then, 
that  he  was  amongft  the  emigrants  ;  but  he  was  nowhere  to 
be  found  ;  for  he  was  not  amongfl  thofe  who  were  waiting 
for  the  veflel  failing  again,  nor  amongft  thofe  at  the  hofpital. 
The  number  of  pafTengers  returned  and  the  number  dead 
and  thrown  overboard,  made  up  the  number  that  left ;  fo,  as 
he  was  not  amongft  the  living-,  he  muft  have  been  one  of 
the  forty-feven.  I  went  from  one  place  to  the  other,  and 
inquired  of  every  one  likely  to  know  anything  ;  but  neither 
the  captain  and  crew  nor  paflengers,  could  tell  me  anything ; 
it  was  not  likely  that  any  one  would  be  noticed  or  remem- 
bered on  the  deck  of  a  veflel  with  500  to  600  emigrants  ; 
and  all  was  panic  and  confufion  after  the  fhip  ftruck  ;  for 
the  lower  hold  was  full  of  water,  and  every  one  that  was  able 
had  to  pump.  All  hope  was  over  when  I  faw  my  friend's 
unclaimed  portmanteau  and  carpet-bag  turn  up;  which  were 
at  laft  given  up  to  me  ;  and  placed  befide  the  box  he  had 
left.  I  was  now  at  a  lofs  what  to  do  with  thefe  ;  for  they 
were  well  locked  up  ;  and  I  did  not  think,  I  had  a  right  to 
break  them  open;  although  they  might  contain  letters  or 
papers  with  the  addrefs  of  his  friends.  1  waited  and  confi- 
dered  till  about  the  middle  of  December,  when  I  was  about 

leaving  for  London ;  and  gave  a  news-agent  in  Liverpool  the. 

c-d  2 
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advertifement  to  infert  in  The  Tiynes.  I  was  unexpectedly 
detained  at  home,  and  begged  the  firm  in  London  to  forward 
me  all  letters.  I  got  to  hear  fomething,  perhaps,  of  all  the 
Hollingfworths  in  England  through  that  advertifement.  But 
you,  Reverend  Sir,  appeared  on  the  1 8th  December  at  my 
home  in  Birkenhead,  and  perfectly  fatisfied  all  my  inquiries  ; 
and  1  confcquently  gave  up  my  journey  to  London.  You 
may  print  this  account  if  you  think  proper. 

"  I  am,  dear  Sir,  yours  fmcerely, 

"Edward  Melladew." 

Such  was  the  melancholy  communication  which  Mr. 
E.  Melladew  made  to  me  !  After  having  received  it,  I  made 
every  poffible  inquiry  ;  but  all  lead  to  the  fame  fad  conclu- 
fion.  I,  therefore,  returned  to  London  to  acquaint  her  who 
was  mofl:  interefted  in  the  fate  of  this  unfortunate  man.  I 
fhall  pafs  over  all  that  relates  to  my  interview  with  her. 
She  requefted  me  to  examine  the  luggage,  and  to  inform  her 
of  the  contents.  I  returned  to  Mr.  E.  Melladew.  To  this 
gentleman,  Mr.  Hollingfworth  had  confided  more  than  to 
me  ;  for,  at  our  laft  meeting,  he  never  hinted  that  it  was  his 
intention  to  vifit  America  j  nor  had  he  confidered  me  worthy 
of  guarding  his  box  of  papers.  I  have  previoufly  mentioned 
his   fufpicions  towards    me:  of  which,   notwithftanding  his 
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frlcndlinefs  during  his  fhort  vifits,  he  was  probably  never 
diverted.  It  w^as,  too,  perhaps,  in  his  nature  to  hate  thofe 
whom  he  had  offended  or  injured : 

"  Proprium  humani  ingenii  odifTe,  quern  laeferis." 

We  are  fometimes  inch'ned  to  truft  to  an  uninterefted 
companion  what  we  would  lock  up  from  our  neareft  relative. 
"  This  corn-merchant,"  he  probably  reafoned  with  himfelf, 
"  will  care  nothing  about  my  Anglo-Saxon  books  and  literary 
works  ;  he  will  have  no  curiofity  to  piy  into  them  that  he 
may  correfpond  with  my  concealed  parents.  Our  homely 
confidants  are  too  familiar  to  refpe6l  our  goods  and  fecrets. 
This  bufinefs  man  will  be  more  to  be  depended  upon.  I 
read  his  character  thoroughly  as  we  were  fhut  out  from  the 
world  in  our  lonely  quarantine — as  we  travelled  and  lived 
together  fo  long  alone,  and  exchanged  every  thought  to 
beguile  the  tedioufnefs  of  our  journey."  I  can  imagine  that 
nothing  knits  two  of  the  fame  foil  fo  intimately  together  as 
travelling  in  foreign  countries.  Be  this  as  it  may,  Mr.  Hol- 
lingfworth  appears  to  have  been  much  attached  to  his  bufi- 
nefs friend. 

Opening  the  box  which  was  intruded  to  him,  we  found 
an  old  writing-defk,  fome  pieces  of  wearing  apparel  thrown 
over  books,  loofe  papers,  and  manufcripts.     The  defk  con- 
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tained  a  legal  document  in  an  envelope  addrell'ed,  "  Mr. 
Edward  Melladew."  It  is  to  the  effect  : — That,  in  cafe 
Mr.  Hollingfworth  died  on  the  journey  to  America,  he 
authorized  Mr.  E.  Melladew  to  publifh  his  Works  or  to 
employ  fuch  perfons  as  were  capable  of  doing  fo  ;  that  one 
half  of  the  profits  is  to  be  divided  amongfl:  him  and  thofe  whom 

he  employed;  the  other  half  is  to  be  given  to  Mrs.  . 

This  lady  is  the  fame  that  he  met  in  1838,  She  was  mar- 
ried fhortly  after  his  quarrel  with  her  parents  ;  but  fhe  ftill 
refides  in  the  neighbourhood.  He  never,  when  he  returned 
from  the  Continent,  queltioned  me  refpecSting  this  lady;  but 
he,  doubtlefs,  gained  information  from  other  fources.  He 
lodged  then,  I  am  informed,  often  weeks  near  her  dwelling 
after  having  left  mine.  But  to  return.  We  found  fome 
manufcripts  :  which  it  is  the  object  of  myfelf  and  of  fome 
learned  friends  whom  Mr.  E.  Melladew  has  employed,  to 
give  to  the  Public. 

Thefe  manufcripts  are  written  in  an  almoft  illegible  fcrawl ; 
whole  pallages  being  frequently  blotted,  erafed,  and  interlined. 
Many  parts  of  them  are  on  fcraps  and  half  fheets  of  paper 
often  unconne^tedly  packed  together.  To  judge  from  them, 
it  would  appear  that  their  author  compofed  eafily  and  with 
great  rapidity ;  but  that  he  afterwards  laboured  long  and  often 
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on  what  he  had  written,  and   was  never  fatisfied  with  his 
produ6tions. 

More  than  two  years  have  been  fuffered  to  elapfe  in  making 
arrangements,  and  in  deciphering  the  Httle  that  we  now  bring 
before  the  PubHc.  It  is  about  a  third  part — about  4,000  hues 
of  his  lateft  and  laro-ell:  Work — "  Childe  Erconwold  :" 
the  whole  of  which  confifts,  I  fhould  fay  at  a  guefs,  of  about 
10,000  to  12,000  Hnes.  We  intend  to  pubhfli  his  fmaller 
manufcripts  after  this  ihall  have  appeared. 

I  have  thus  given  a  bare  imperfecft  outline  of  the  life  of 
my  gifted  unfortunate  pupil.  In  doing  fo,  it  has  been  my 
principal  endeavour  to  fay  all  that  might  be  faid  of  the  dead 
without  offending  the  living.  The  Public,  having  to  do  with 
the  author  and  his  Works  only,  will,  it  is  hoped,  refrain  from 
inquiring  more — from  defiring  that  the  feelings  and  ftationof 
private  individuals  fhould  be  expofed  to  the  gaze  of  curiofity. 

It  may  be  aflced,  Why  did  Mr.  Hollingfworth  not  publifh 
his  Works  as  he  compofed  them?  and  may  be  anfwered,  He 
doubtlefs  never  intended  that  they  fhould  appear  in  their 
prefent  ftate.  It  feems  that  he  condemned  in  one  month 
what  he  had  written  in  the  preceding.  It  would  appear,  too, 
from  fome  verfes  which  we  find  fcattered  in  his  note-books, 
that  he  wifhed  to  live  in  peaceful  obfcurity.  He  was  in  the 
habit,  Mr.  E.  Melladew  informs  us,  of  carrying  one  of  the 


xxiv  ;|iTfmm'i':S. 

above-named  books  in  the  pocket  of  his  drefTing-gown.  We 
find  fome  fragments  in  them  which  (how  his  reafons  for  not 
publifhing,  his  tafte,  temper,  and  charadler.  We,  therefore, 
fubmit  them  underneath  to  the  reader's  perufal.  They  feem 
to  be  of  the  firft  draught,  written  under  the  impulfe  of  the 
moment;  for  they  bear  few  marks  of  corre6lion,  are  often 
unconneiled,  irregular  in  their  rhymes,  and  abrupt  in  their 
terminations.  It  would  appear  from  them  that  he  had  a  pre- 
fentiment  of  death — an  idea  that  his  life  would  be  fhort. 
They  are  fometimes  bitterly  fatirical ;  and  not  at  all  amiable : 
abounding  with  angry  lines  :  which  we  could  wifh  were  not ; 
and  which  he  probably,  after  a  fecond  reading,  would  have 
blotted.  But  we  muft  fay  on  this  occafion  as  on  all  fimilar, 
that  we  are  acting  not  as  critics  and  cenfors  but  as  editors  ; 
and  are,  therefore,  bound  to  give  our  author's  productions  as 
we  find  them,  whatever  unamiable  fentiments  they  may 
contain. 

With  thefe  fragments,  I  conclude  thefe  imperfeCi:  Memoirs. 

The  fecond  part  of  "  Childe  Erconwold"  will  follow 
when  it  is  ready  for  publication. 

Near  Liverpool,  May,  1856. 
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Our  Age  will  be  Time's  wonder-age  of  ages; — 
How  bold  in  wit !  how  brave  in  inky  wars ! 
Ho\v  rife  in  feers ! — in  run-and-read  deep  fages ! 
'Twould  pump  an  ocean  dry,  and  count  the  ftars. 
It  knows  what  was,  what  is,  what  aye  will  be ; — 
Dives  down  to  hell,  or  towers  beyond  the  fkies ; 
It  chats  with  fpirits  on  eternity  : — 
Is  furely,  then,  moft  great  and  wife. 

Old  fairy  Fiftion  now  is  forced  to  flee  : 

Reality  has  more  poetic  worth  : 

Young  giant  Science  ftrides  o'er  every  fea. 

And  plays  at  football  with  our  little  Earth. 

As  his  club  rules,  poor  Poetry  muft  rife 

To  myftic  worlds  beyond  his  railway  crowds ; — 

Mull  whine  o'er  daifies ;  chatter  in  the  fkies ; 

And  rant  and  rave  among  the  clouds. 

Hail  Prophet- Age !     Hold  up  thy  glorious  men  ! 
Thou  giv'ft  us  lads  of  poets  who  can  rhyme 
On  fpirits,  death,  on  all  beyond  our  ken ; — 
Great  critics  too  to  dub  their  rant,  "  Sublime!" 

e 
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Thou  giv'Il  us  bards  who  polifh  wondrous  fine- 
Ufe  Criticifm's  file  fo  marvellous  well 
That  every  word — nay,  every  dot  muft  tell ; 
Then  leave,  at  laft,  a  cold  dead  marble-line. 


**  Their  art  is  great.     They  give  a  well-fet  gem ; 

And  are  the  bell  of  fculptors  in  their  verfe. 

They're  right,  methinks ;  for  furely  nought  is  worle 

Than  Shakfpeare's  folk  :  they've  too  much  life  in  them. 

"  And  wha  can  bear  noo  Byron's  grewfome  carles? 

{Minerva^ s — Scotland's — Curfe  is  na  forgot) 

Down  with  laird  Byron  !  Up  with  Walter  Scot .'" 

Our  cannie  critic  fnarls, 

**  Or  praife  up  that  fad  Chant  of  Undertakers, 

Our  mystic  Ranters,  and  our  wafhy  Lakers." 


Thefe  darlings  with  their  critics  foon  will  be 
Gone  "  down  among  the  dead  men  "  ne'er  to  rife. 
But  who  knows  what  we  yet  may  live  to  fee  ? 
Time  jnight  mifname  them,  "  Great"  or  "  Wife  ;"- 
Give  them  a  dark  nook  in  his  hall  like  that 
Which  Captain  Rag  has  now  with  King  and  Sprat. 
But  thou,  proud  Byron,  ftill  wilt  live  and  pleafe  ; — 
With  all  thy  faults,  with  all  thy  fhameful  wit. 
With  all  that  I  too  wifli  had  ne'er  been  writ. 
Still  have  the  foul-unlocking  "  golden  keys ;" — 
Wilt  ftill  be  found  in  that  far-looming  age 
A  great  heart-mover  in  Old  England's  page. 


I'd  give  a  groat  to  know  who  then  will  fleep 

In  dread  oblivion.     Who  will  wear  the  bay 

That  boaft  it  now  ?     Who'll  then  have  dozed  away  ? — 

Be  "  buried  in  the  bofom  of  the  ocean  deep"? — 

I  too  have  finn'd  in  verfe ; — have  chifell'd  rhymes ; 

But  fee  this  age  praife  high  its  balderdafh ; 

And  call  "  Sublime  !"  what  ne'er  was  aught  but  trafli : 

So,  leave  my  books  to  worms  or  better  times. 

They're  in  my  trunk  :  where  wits  or  mice  may  feed. 
When  HoLL  is  dead,  up.  Critics !  and  condemn. 
Some  friend  may  find — nay,  haply,  publifli  them  ; 
And  take  unto  himfelf  all  praife  and  meed. 
They'll  be  no  worfc,  if  fo,  for  coming  late. 
And  I  fliall  then  have  kept  my  peace  of  mind ; — 
Have  lived  among  the  lowlieft  of  my  kind 
Far  from  that  little  world  men  call.  The  great. 

But  whither,  buckram  Steam-Age,  wilt  thou  lead? 
It  might  betide  that  fome  great  men  to  be — 
That  coming  Johnfons  look  afquint  on  thee  ; 
And  honour  lefs  our  talking  than  our  deed ; — 
That  all  will  laugh  at  us  in  far-off  times 
When  they,  behold  our  phizzes  and  our  rhymes ; 
And  fee  then  how  we  ftuck  upon  our  cop 
-  What  likens  moft  a  fmoky  chimney-top. 
But  what,  with  marvellous  tafte,  we  chriilen'd,  Htit ; — 
See  how  we  liked  to  brace,  to  ftrap  and  bind ; 
To  ftrut,  with  hair-patch'd  jaws  in  ftifF  cravat. 
In  blanket-cape,  or  wrapp'd  up  in  a  fack. 
With  fwallow-tail  nice  hanging  out  behind. 
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"  What,"  they  might  cry  then,  "  can  ye  hope  to  find 

In  fuch  a  ftarchy  pack  ? 

Thele  fhow'd  by  what  they  put  upon  their  back 

How  gracelefs  was  their  mind  !" — 

It  might — For  who  knows  what  may  come  to  pafs? — 

It  might  betide  when  fifty  years  are  o'er. 

That  Blackwood's  trump'd  vi^foge^j  live  no  more; — 

That  our  great  valley-bard  be  call'd.  Great  Afs. 

The  Bible's  full  of  turn'd  inverted  phrafe ; — 

How  fhall  men  underftand  it  in  thefe  days  ! 

Heaven  help  thee,  Shakfpeare ! — thee.  High  Milton,  too  !- 

Thee,  "  Glorious  John  !"  Whatever  will  ye  do  ? 

We  really  can't,  in  our  tranfcendent  times. 

Put  up  with  you — with  your  old  fcrew'd  up  rhymes. 

Thou,  Lulling  Pope  ! — and  thou.  Old  Churchyard  Gray  !- 

Thou,  Ocean  Byron  ! — Ye've  all  had  your  day  : 

Lake  Wordfworth  taught  us  what  ye  wadna  ken; 

And  all  our  giiid  Reviews  have  faid,  Atnen. 

'Tis  true,  ye  have  a  fign  above  your  door  ; — 

A  golden  fign,  ye  never  had  of  yore  : 

Which  makes  us  fo  forgive  your  twilled  rhyme. 

'Tis  true,  too,  that  yc'rc  very  often  read ; — 

That  critics  kindly  call  your  vcrfe  "  Sublime  " 

Where't  never  would  be  if  ye  were  not  dead. 

But,  after  all,  we'll  have  to  bury  you  ; 

For  none  dare  write  now  as  ye  dared  to  do  ; 

And  this  quoth  Wordfworth,  this  quoth  "  Our  Review." 

Yet  this  poetic  Cobdcn  broke  his  rules  : 
Even  he,  at  lalt,  mull  write  as  other  fools : 
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This  workman  coiild  not  ufe  his  own  dear  tools : — 

**  If  I  along  that  lowly  way 

With  fympathetic  heart  may  ft  ray  ;" — 

**  What  nobler  marvels  than  the  mind 

May  in  life's  daily  profpe6t_yfW,-" — 
Infpiring  verle  of  that  fweet  daify-Iover  ! — 

"  That  daify  with  its  bofs  of  gold 

That  fpreads  itfelf,  fome  fairy  bold 
In  fight  to  cover  /" — 

"  With  little  here  to  do  or  fee 

Of  things  that  in  the  great  world  be ,-" — 

"  His  forehead  wrinkled  was  and  furrd  "  (fo  mine 
Would  foon  be  too  if  oft  I  read  thy  line) ; — 

"  Praife  it  is  enough  for  me. 

If  there  be  but  three  or  four 

Who  will  love  my  little  flower!" 
Praife  is  enough  ?  Egad  !  methinks  fo  too. 
Pronounce  his  flower.  Floor;  and  then  'twill  do. 
But  "  Praife  it  is  " — What  pretty  mode  of  fpeech ! 
Which  he  it  is,  his  friends  it  is,  would  teach. 
Was  England  drunk  in  thofe  old  Tory  days 
When  fuch  Wifh-Wafh  as  his  won  gold  and  praife? 
'Tis  well  for  her  that  he's  yet  all  unknown 
In  foreign  lands,  and  little  in  his  own ; — 
That  he's  fo  great  but  in  a  Scotch  Review. 
It  were  not  hard  to  prove  that  all  his  verfe 
Is  like  to  that  above,  and  often  worfe. 
But  Works  on  his  would  foon  be  buried  too  ; 
And  more  "  our  limits "  will  not  let  "  us "  do. 
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What  cant  is  that  ye  fuperwile  ones  fpeak 

Of  what  thou,  Veil'd  Pofterity,  wilt  fay ! 

What  is  thy  maxim  ? — "  Dans  la  politique, 

II  n'y  a  pas  des  hommes  (I  choofe  and  pay) : 

II  n'y  a  que  des  interets." 

"  I'll  keep  too,  Holl,  thy  moony  fpell  — 

That  is, — If  it  fhould  like  me  well, 

I'll  let  thee  live  a  day. 

But  though  thou  bleed  for  every  line  ; 

And  ponder  till  thy  cranium  break  : 

I  will  not  keep  a  verfe  of  thine 

But  for  mine  own  dear  fake." 

0  well,  my  lafs  ! — I  know  thy  felfifh  ways. 
From  this  time  forth,  fliall  Holl  and  thou  be  quit : 

1  give  thee  not  a  thank  for  all  thy  praife 
Of  what  I  write  or  may  have  writ ! — 

London,  M/iy,  1853. 


O  for  a  Johnfon  in  thefe  days ! 

To  tell  Whos  Who  and  What  is  What, 

That  dunces  might  not  win  fuch  praife  ; 

Nor  Shakfpeare,  Milton,  be  degraded ; 

And  blent  with  every  Pift  and  Scot ! 

Shall  all  be  damn'd  by  Daify  Wordy's  creed  ? 

Does  literary  England  fleep  ? — invaded 

By  thofe  marauders  from  beyond  the  Tweed  ? 
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We  have  on  her  old  high  Parnaflus 

('Tis  woe  to  fay  !)  no  lack  of  afles  : 

Who  like  their  thirties  and  their  weed. 

I'd  roufe  her  foul  againft  that  clan  ; 

And  hope,  when  I'm  no  more,  to  wake  her. 

Then,  Blackwoods,  fay  the  worft  ye  can  ; 

But  don't  compare  me  with  your  Laker  ! — 

Londo7i,  May,  1853. 


I  care  nought  for  what  wigged  Learning  fay  ; — 
For  Latin  Doftor's  frown,  or  critic's  dart. 
If  I  fhould  die  not  with  my  fleeting  day, 
I'd  live  in  every  good  old  woman's  heart ; — 
Be  known  to  John  the  Boots,  to  Poll  the  nurfe. 
And  judged  by  loving  maidens  of  my  land  : 
Then,  down  with  Myrtles !  Mine  rtiall  be  the  verfe 
That  men  may  ftudy ;  children,  underrtand. 

London,  June,  1853. 
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Wh^t  an  ©Id  ^hr0inrU  Jiajs 

"A.D.  1096: 

''  JpHIS  year,  crafty  men  knew  what  was  in  a 
"  man's  head  when  they  felt  its  bumps ;  and  great 
"  was  the  marvel  thereat. 

"  This  year,  alfo,  the  Pope's  legate  came  to 
"  England  ;  and  took  with  him  Peter's  pence;  and 
"  called  himfelf,  Bifhop.  And  this  year  it  was, 
"  when  William  Rufus  was  king  of  England,  that 
"  the  Lay  of  Childe  Erconwold  was  fung :  it 
"  was  fung,  as  books  fay  unto  us,  at  Hallentun, 
"  near  Runckhorne,  in  Mercia  :  which  is  ever  ftill 
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"  called,  Haulton  Caftle.    There  dwelt  the  Norman 
"  Earl    Nigel    and   his  daughter   Mable.     This 
"  Mable  was   a   very  fair  lady,  To  that  there  was 
"  none  more  lovely  in  all  England.      Thither,  as  it 
"  is  written,  there  came  a  Saxon  gleeman.    He  was 
"  not  very   old,  but  he  feemed  fo  :   his  high  brow 
"  was  furrowed,  and  his  long  locks  were  white  as 
"  fnow.     On  the   Eve  of    Saint  Andrew's   Mafs, 
"  there  being  a  fearful  ftorm,  he  fheltered   at  the 
"  caftle ;   and    long  there  abode.     Young  Mable 
"  and  her  father,  the  Earl,  bade  him  fing  ;  and  he 
"  did  fo :   he  fang  of  all  that  betided  at  Hallentun 
"  thirty  years  before  their  day, — of  times  when  the 
"  mighty  Saxon,  Earl  Wodennoth  the  Bold,  was 
"  lord  there;  when  Harold  was  king  of  England. 
"  As  the  Norman  Count  Nigel  heard  that  the 
"  Lay  was  concerning  his  caftle,  then  much  it  liked 
"  him :  he  bade  a  monk  come,  and  pen  all  that  the 
'^  gleeman  fang.      Now,  this  monk  was  a  Norman, 
"  much  given  to  Frankifti  and  Latin:  when  he  mif- 
"  conned   the   Saxon,    then   wrote  he  what  he  heft 


might ;  and  that  in  his  own  wife,  fetting  before 
every  fpeech  'So  quoth  Erconwold' — 'Thus 
faid  Melitha.'  He,  moreover,  fet  down  many 
Latin  and  outJandifh  words,  which  the  gleeman 
never  knew  ;  and  wrote  of  things  which  were  not 
in  thofe  days.  Others,  too,  long  after  his  death, 
altered  the  fcrolls ;  for,  well  methinks,  the  gleeman 
never  fang  of  Sturla,  Montogildas,  and 
others  ;  and  that  no  man  then  knew  of  aught 
that  they  did.  Some  monk  of  our  own  times  fet 
them  alive  in  the  book.  They  liken  the  new 
pillars  in  our  old  minfter:  the  Superwife  fay  that 
their  newnefs  mars  its  ancient  look ;  but  crowds 
go  the  old  ones  by  to  gaze  on  the  new. 
"  When  the  hoary  minftrel  had  fung  his  lay,  then 
were  the  fcrolls  of  the  monk  given  to  fair  Mable. 
They  pafled,  as  books  tell  us,  from  her  to  her 
children  and  children's  children.  After  three 
hundred  years,  they  fell  into  the  hands  of  many 
not  akin  to  the  Nigels.  Then  were  they  given 
with  lands  to  a  neighbouring  monaftery.     There 
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were  they  much  read  and  altered.  Some  brother 
monks  lately  ftrove  about  them  : — '  This  poem, 
methinks,  is  an  Epic.' — '  Nay/  quoth  the  next, 
^  more  dramatic ;  neither  one  nor  t'other.' — '  Why, 
then,  'tis  both,'  faid  a  third,  'a  dramatic  Epopee.' 
— '^  Tut !'  cried  a  fourth, '  Never,  fince  Adam,  hight 
a  poem  fo !' — Long  thefe  critics  ftrove  till,  at  laft, 
one,  who  was  vaftly  learned,  faid  : — '  This  child, 
among  the  children  of  Imagination,  hath  three 
legs  ;  and  be,  therefore,  a  monfter.' — Still  none 
knew  what  to  name  it ;  and,  fo,  it  be  unchriftened 
to  this  day.  If  men  like  it,  it  boot  little, 
methinks,  what  they  call  it.  Not  long  thefe 
monks  held  the  fcrolls :  they  fold  them  to  book- 
men. They  too  changed  all ;  and  fet  therein 
New  Englifh  with  much  of  our  own  times.  At 
laft,  they  were  held  by  a  wandering  monk  hight 
Domingo  Hollingsworth  ;  l^ut  what  he  did 
with  them,  no  man  knoweth. — 
"  This  year,  the  Scots  confpired  againft  Duncan, 
"  their  king  ;  and  flew  him  ;   and  took  his  uncle 
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*'  Dufenal  for  their  king.  This  year,  alfo,  on  the 
*'  Vigil  of  Saint  Matthew,  was  feen  a  bloody  cloud; 
"  and  many  foretold  that  the  end  of  the  world  was 
"  nigh,  and  great  was  the  fear  thereof;  and  tables 
*'  were  feen  to  leap  and  fpin  about ;  and  men  fell 
"  into  a  trance  when  others  waved  their  hand. 

"  And  this  year,  the  people  were  fore  afraid  that 
"  the  Franks  would  come  and  ravage  England;  and, 
"  at  Candlemas,  King  William  Rufus  went  to 
"  Haftings;        ******* 
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rpULL  thirty  winters  now  are  fled 
Since  Englifh  Harold  fought  and  bled ; 
And  Rufus,  Norman  William's  Ton, 
Now  wears  the  crown  which  Alfred  won. 

It  ftorms  without :  'tis  dreary  night. 
The  lordly  hearth  in  Nigel's  hall 
Is  heap'd  with  fire,  and  throws  its  light 
O'er  glittering  fliields  upon  the  wall, 
And  armour  worn  in  Mailing's  fight. 


While  he  that  wore  it  on  that  day, — 
Now  tottering  old,  with  filver-hair, — 
Is  fet  near  lady  Mable  there  ; 
And  tells  of  kings  long  pafT'd  away. 
She,  dark-eyed  maid,  fo  young  and  fair. 
With  raven-locks,  fays  "Yes"  or  "  Nay;" 
But  mufes  on  fome  lover's  lay. 

Both  watch  the  fire  with  thoughtful  eye. 
To  him  the  fparks  and  afhes  mean, — 
That  man  muft  rife,  and  fhine,  and  die  ;  — 
Be  then  as  though  he  ne'er  had  been. 
She  traces  there  a  dragon-fight, 
A  bounding  fteed  and  glittering  knight ; 
Then,  haply,  thinks  on  him  fhe  loves; — 
Sees  rocky  caverns,  winding  groves  ; — 
Now,  fkies  with  fiery  fun  and  clouds  ; — 
Now,  fhapes  like  coffins,  deathly  fhrouds, — 
Ha  !  Hark  !  What  night,  black  fcowling  ! 
Wind  o'er  the  high  towers  howling, 
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Moaning,  whiftling, 

Trees  loud  ruftling ; 

Lightning  flafhes  ; 

Deep  dread  thunder, 

Nearer  nearer  rolling,  crafhes  ; — 

An  old  thane  opes  the  door  : — 
^igeL  What  now  ? 

Cf)anr*  Sire  Knight, 

A  minftrel  bides  without ; — an  aged  wight. 
^igeU  What  will  he  ? 
CI)ane*  shelter,  lord. 

^ICJfL  Then,  let  him  come. 

Be  Haulton  Caftle  e'er  the  poor  one's  home  ! — 

To  greet  the  man  of  fong,  kind  Mable  goes  ; — 
Ah,  for  poor  minftrel,  happy  days  were  thofe  ! — 
Drear  Night,  lead-wing'd,  flees  flow:  with  lovers'  lay. 
She  bids  him  hafl:en  the  long  dull  hours  away  : — 


12  iTijiiUf  ijiToiiujoia. 

^l0tL   Come  near  the  hearth,  thou  Man  of  Lays  ;■ 
Come,  reft  thyfelf :  thou'rt  old,  I  fee. 

i¥linft*  Soon,  Earl,  we  fhall  have  lived  our  days ; 
But  thou  haft  one  to  mourn  for  thee. 
Full  many  a  dreary  winter's  fnow 
Hath  fallen  o'er  thefe  locks  of  mine. 
I  long  have  ceafed  to  live  below ; 
Or,  lived  but  for  to  moan  and  pine. 
No  wife,  no  child,  no  friend,  is  here ; — 
Ah  !  nothing  in  the  wide  world  more 
Than  this  poor  harp  and  memory  dear. 
To  tell  of  bliflTul  days  of  yore. 
As  Harold  loft  his  life  and  crown, 
I  wander'd  from  my  father-town  ; 
And,  fince  thofe  woeful  Norman  times. 
Have  roved  or  dwelt  in  other  climes  ; — 
Have  fung  abroad  my  Saxon  lays. 
But  there,  of  late,  I  long'd  to  fee 
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The  fpot  which  is  fo  dear  to  me  ; 

And  came  to  end  my  days. 
iBnljl^«  Here,  drink  this  wine  (Her  f mall  zvhite  hand 

Fills  him  a  cup  on  ftlver-fiand ;) 

And  fing  us  then  fome  gladdening  fong 

In  Norman  or  in  Saxon  tongue. 
Jttinft*  Though  mouldering  Time  may  caft  all  down, 

Our  fpeech  will  never  die  away: 

Though  Frank  or  Dane  fhould  win  our  crown. 

Our  England  there  will  live  for  aye  ! 
4lfl3ljl^»  There  is  a  Saxon  tale  of  old, 

Which  all  our  aged  neighbours  ken. 

Full  often  have  I  heard  it  told. 

And  yet  would  hear  it  once  again. 

'Tis  call'd,  "  Childe  Ergon's  Lay." 
MMU  I  weet : 

It  is  of  one  that  god-like  ftrove  ; 

But  gave  up  Earth  and  Heaven  for  love. 


iMtlblf*  A  tale  fo  fad  ! — I  know  not  why, — fo  fweet ! 

Jill'nft*  I  too,  kind  lady,  ken  his  lay. 

In  fong,  he  lives  ; — in  life,  is  dead. 
Ah !   All,  though  thirty  years  are  fled, — 
All  is  but  as  of  yefterday  ! — 
Oh  !  though  I've  feen  fuch  deathful  ftrife ; — 
Our  Saxon  flag  for  ever  furl'd  ! — 
Seen  all  mofl:  dear  borne  from  this  world 
To  that  of  light  and  endlefs  life  ! — 
^igel*  It  mufl:  be  fad  to  live  thus  all  bereft. 

i¥l<ll)It»  Haft  thou  no  friend — no  loving  daughter  left  ? 

iHinft*  What  is  moft  loved,  we  fear  fo  much  to  lofe, 
That  even  its  very  having  is  a  care. 
But  nought  can  reave  the  poet  of  his  Mufe, 
Whatever  want  and  forrows  he  may  bear. 
In  this  true  friend,  I  fet  my  hope  and  truft ; 
Since  all  that  was  moft  dear,  is  falfe  or  duft ! — 
I  give  to  her  all  thought,  all  love,  all  reft, 


<fl't)iltrf  isironuioltr.  is 

All  joys  of  life,  unhearten'd  and  unknown  ;  — 
Find  in  long  toil, — in  tears  wept  on  her  breaft, 
A  foothing  balm  for  all  that  grieve  mine  own : — 

iHatik*  Ah,  poor  old  man  ! — 

iillUft*  But  to  Childe  Ergon's  Lav: — 

My  lady  waits  : — 


Ci)tltre   CrcontoolU: 


ih^ 
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I. 

Mhiit  the  (Pciiim  UtanliH  and  |rkBtfi  at 
<^i  Mtcrterg  fj  *  da. 

npHE  world's  great  ftar  is  fet;  the  night-fhades  fall; 

The  raven  croaks ;  the  foreft  wild  ones  howl. 

The  Benedidlines  gather  in  their  hall ; — 

Set  round  the  borde,t  throw  back  their  fwarthy  cowl ; — 

Now  bring  out  merrily  their  hidden  bowl ; — 

Cry,   "  Hail,  King  Harold!  Hail,  our  Saxon  fway! 

"  Drink!  Godwin's  Ton  was  crowned  king  to-day  !"(i) 


*  At  Chcfter.     (Anglo-Saxon,  La^ge  Cejier.) 
t  Tabic.      (Anglo-Saxon,  B6r/^.) 
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The  borde  is  fpread  with  fruit  and  dainty  food. 
Which  HoLCROFTS  fent  (What  godly  famihe !); 
With  rareft  fowl,  caught  in  the  Wirral-wood ; 
With  wines  from  Frankenland  and  Hifpanie  ;  * 
The  beft  of  fifh  that  fwim  in  Diffyrdee.f 
Our  worthy  monks  now  neither  afk  nor  care 
How  Time's  wave  flow;  or,  man's  falvation  fare. 


Two,  near  the  door,  tell  what  our  late  king  faid. 

One  blames  the  new  one  ; — holds  the  Duke  in  fcorn. 

A  ring  of  grizzly  hair  is  round  his  head : 

Which  he  would  have  us  call  his  Crown  of  'Thorn ; — 

A  mark  of  fuffering  moll  unmeetly  worn : 

All  that  he  wear  or  feem,  could  never  hide 

His  envy-pouting  lip  and  frown  of  pride. 

*  France  and  Spain.  f  The  Dee. 


We've  fome  like  him  among  our  holy  kin, — 
Great  popes  in  little  Romes  : — 'Tis  fad  to  fee  ! — 
Who  bear  fuch  lording  brow,  high  drawn-up  chin  ; 
Such  love  of  might,  fuch  cold  cold  charitie  ; 
Who  rage  if  any  take  their  C  for  G ; 
Or,  with  their  meeknefs,  love,  and  Chriftian  glow. 
Are  oft  themfelves  the  gods  they'd  have  us  know. 
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His  talk-mate  is  a  chubby  Ihort-neck'd  wight ; — 

All  cheeks  and  paunch,  for  ever  in  his  chinks. 

He  holds  a  gliftening  goblet  in  his  right ; — 

Now  laughs  ; — nov^  feems  to  hear; — now  fills,  and  drinks. 

He  ponders  nought  his  lean  friend  fears  or  thinks; 

Nor  cares  what  hap  in  England  or  in  Rome. 

Full  cups  for  him !  Then  anywhere's  his  home  ! — 
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See,  next  to  them,  a  filent  gambling  pair  : 

Who  play  Bach  Cammon.     One  props  up  his  head  ;- 

Is  watching  every  throw  with  anxious  ftare ; — 

Thinks  now  far  more  than  when  the  creed  is  faid. 

How  pale  is  he !  while,  pimpled,  cherry-red. 

His  beak  juts  out 'mid  white  funk  cheeks  to  tell, — 

That  wine  and  wanton  glee  like  him  for  well. 


His  dice-mate  is  a  gloomy  fretful  wight. 

With  olive  leer  and  rolling  eagle-eyes. 

He,  ne'er  at  eafe,  leans  every  way  but  right ; — 

Now  rubs  his  brow; — now  plays; — now  yawns  and  fighs. 

What  gnaws  his  heart  ?  His  mind-worm  never  dies. 

His  worft  of  woes  here  is  to  think  and  be  ; 

His  hardeft  toil,  to  make  flow  Time  to  flee. — 


See  wife  old  Wilfrid  :  whom  thofe  ill  ones  hate. 
He  fits  alone  ; — is  mufing  o'er  a  book  ; — 
Reads  good  Prudentius,  his  deareft  mate  : 
With  whom  he  fteals  from  all  to  yon  ftill  nook; — 
Eyes  oft  the  roof,  in  thought,  to  fhun  their  look  : 
Where  dire  Chimara  with  like  monfters  be ; 
And  circles, — fymbols  of  eternitie. 


What  long  white  leer  is  under  that  black  cowl ! 
He's  fad-eyed  Thought's  poor  happy  willing  flave. 
He  ne'er  was  heard  to  laugh; — likes  more  to  fcowl. 
Smiles  light  his  cheek  as  fun-beams  light  a  grave. 
Above  his  book-fhelf  is  : — "  What  doft  thou  crave  ? 
"  Life  with  the  Living  Dead  ? — If  fo,  friend,  ftay  ; 
"  But,  if  with  our  Dead  Living,  go  thy  way  !" — 
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One  opes  the  door: — Who  comes? — 'Tis  Brother  Odda! 
(ShortjWrithed-faced  man  with  hump  on  back;  which  he 
Is  wont  to  call.  Mount  JEtna.  of  his  body) 
Each  rifes  wonder-ftruck  ; — cries,  "  Can  it  be !" 
All  gather  around  him, — "  What!  from  Hifpanie?" 
^tltld*  Ay,  friends !  'Tis  I !— O  long-yearn'd-for  day !  How  fain ! 
What  blifs !  What  blifs !  I  can  look  on  Old  Cefter  again ! 


"  Young  Erconwold,  good  Widow  Hilda's  fon, 

"  Came  with  our  ihip.     He  went  laft  year  to  Rome 

"  For  WoDENNOTH,  our  Earl  of  Hallentun. 

"  Go,  bid  him  reft  till  morn;  when  he'll  ride  home." 

Old  Wilfrid  goes: — returns; — Lo!  there  they  come 

As  dark  November  link'd  with  rofy  May, 

As  black-robed  Night  in  hand  with  dazzling  Day. 
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He's  comely  fhapen  ; — not  of  talleft  height ; 
Of  hardy  build  ;  with  locks  of  raven  hair  ; — 
South-Franken  hazel  eyes,  quick  gleaming  bright; — 
Is  dark  as  Roman  ; — not,  as  Saxon,  fair ; — 
Nought  like  the  fons  chill  North  is  wont  to  bear  : 
And  yet  his  heart  beats  quick  when  others  tell 
How  Alfred  ruled  and  Iron  Edmund  fell. 


His  tunic  of  white  filk  is  purfled  blue  ; — 
Bound  clofe  by  girdle  fet  with  glittering  stone. 
His  ftarry  mantle  of  bright  welkin-hue  * 
Hangs  down  in  folds,  o'er  his  left  fhoulder  thrown. 
A  brooch  is  on  the  right, — in  fhape,  a  cone : 
Wherein,  like  fun  and  ftars,  large  rubies  glare. 
Not  Harold,  king,  I  trow,  hath  one  more  fair. 

*  Sky  blue. 
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His  wrift  is  dight  with  ring  of  fhining  gold : 

Where  "me  heht  wyrcan  Erconwald"  is  feen.  * 

A  Danifh  Viking  own'd  his  fword  of  old. 

'Twas  won  at  bloody  Brunnanburg.     Some  ween, — 

That,  when  unfheathed,  its  runes  grow  flaming  fheen. 

It  hath  been  will'd  fo  long  by  fire  to  fon ; 

And  Ercon  fwears  by't,  when  he'll  have  aught  done. 


He  bears  on  fift  a  hawk  of  goodly  price — 
The  Faulcon  of  the  Rock ;  which,  as  a  boon, 
With  filks  and  rings  and  every  precious  fpice. 
The  good  Pope  fends  our  Earl  of  Hallentun  : 
Where  Widow  Hilda  too  dwells  with  her  fon. 
He,  after  all  the  fights  of  glorious  Rome, 
Now  nears  fo  full  of  glee  his  Englifh  home. 


*  « 


Erconwold  commanded  me  to  be  made." 


His  lineage  anight  be  long  :  'tis  no-where  fhown. 

Men  fay  but  little  of  his  rank  and  bands. 

Thefe  are  not  great,  methinks  ;  elfe,  it  were  known  ; — 

Were  long  fince  chronicled  by  prieftly  hands : 

(For  they'd  know  beft  what  Saint  will  get  his  lands) 

And  yet  he's  proud ; — believes  that  nought  on  earth 

Is  more  than  freedom  and  his  Englifh  birth. 


Youth  weens  but  fairy-lands  beyond  its  own. 

He  hath  roam'd  far  ; — o'er  Europe's  wideft  fpace  ; — 

From  where  god  Odin  built  his  favourite  town 

To  where  the  Moorifh  prophet  fpread  his  race  ; — 

Hath  learn'd  fo  young    *  *  *  * 

****** 

****** 
*  Here  the  MS.  is  illegible.— Ed. 
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Old  Wilfrid,  lo,  now  wafhes  Ergon's  ftet; — 

Kind  wont  in  Saxonland ! — Now  bids  him  come. 
Enjoy  good  fare ; — and  takes  near  him  a  feat. — 
Now  both  the  comelings  tell  their  tales  of  Rome, 
Of  Saint  lago  ; — afk  of  all  at  home  ; — 
Drink,  chatter  loud,  and  laugh.    But  Wilfrid  eyes 
The  merry  Ch  il  de  ; — frowns  oft ; — ftill  ofter  fighs: — 


3lL  "  To  thee,  glad  youth,  the  world's  a  bliflTul  bower; — 
"  Sweet  valley  where  but  thornlefs  rofes  grow. 
"  How  merrily  thou  whil'ft  away  thine  hour ! 
*'  How  brightly  gleams  Life's  crown  upon  thy  brow  ! 
"  O  may'ft  thou  ever  bide  as  glad  as  now  ! 
"  Thy  Paft  be  yefterday  ;  thy  Future,  morn! 
"  Ne'er  know  the  real  world  to  fret  or  fcorn  !" 
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They  drown  that  old  monk's  voice  with  roaring  laugh. 
Cowls  being  dofF'd,  fuch  words  are  empty  found. 
They  call  for  fong  ; — joke  out  the  night,  and  quaff; — 
Send  merrily  the  bowl  and  harp  around : 
But — Ha  !  ha  !  That  chub  carle  wallows  on  the  ground  ! 
All  know  by  that,  'tis  time  to  {link  away. 
Each  reels  now  to  his  bed,  afear'd  of  day. 
But  Wilfrid,  all  alone,  remains  to  pray. — 


II. 


0UI   ISilfrid   iiouiifielfi    (!3i;.coiuudI(1 


"T^IS  fpring  of  day.     A  lamp,  on  gilden  defk, 

Burns  yet  within  the  chapel  of  the  monks  ; — 

Is  glimmering  o'er  a  bright  illumined  book : 

Where  pale  grave  Wilfrid,  pondering  deeply,  reads. 

All  is  fo  ftill  in  folemn  twilight-gloom  ; — 

So  light,  albeit,  that  thou  may'ft  faintly  fee 

The  Virgin's  image  near  a  high  gilt  crofs ; 

Where  that  of  dying  blefled  Jesus  hangs. — 
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Itgrows  now  light.  Thelampisquench'd.  ButWiLFRiD 
Abides  yet  there. — The  door  is  open'd  ; — Lo  ! 
Childe  Ercon  enters; — comes  to  bid  Farewell. 
That  old  monk  counfels.   Ercon  would  hurry  away. 
2i2HlL  Take  heed,  young  man, — 
a^Vt*  My  horfe  is  waiting.    Say  on  ! 


It  is  fo  hard  to  go  the  narrow  way  ; 

For  Life  is  mafked  Death  in  glittering  pall : 

Who  bribes  us  there  with  lures,  gold,  pomp,  or  fway  ; 

And  leads  us  then  into  his  groanful  hall. 


Mark  well  an  old  man's  words ;  for  fnowy  locks 
Drop  pearls  of  truth,  which  toil  and  tears  have  won. 
He  knows  life's  wrecking  fhoals,  life's  hidden  rocks; — 
Hath  gone  the  way  which  thou  haft  but  begun. 
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Loft  gold  is  found :   loft  hours  are  loft  for  aye. 
Let  time,  young  man !  be  deem'd  thy  deareft  ftore. 
Life  is  an  inn  where  thou  wilt  dwell  a  day  ; — 
Go  foon  the  long  old  road,  and  come  no  more,  (2) 

Be  kind  to  poor  Old  Age  :  thy  years  roll  on. 
Bear  with  its  weaknefs :  thou  art  hale  and  ftrong. 
It  needs  moft  helping  love.     Why  give  it  none  ? 
'Twill  foon  need  lefs  : — It  will  not  want  thee  long ! 

Kind  mother's  love  is  heavenlinefs  below ; — 
In  our  ill  world,  a  temple  undefiled. 
Be  good  to  thine,  left  thou  too  come  to  know 
What  grief  it  is  to  have  a  worthlefs  child. 

Young  love  is  fweet.     'Tis  light  to  wander  free ; — 
To  caft  old  dim-grown^  for  new  ftiining,  gem  : 
Mind  yet  thy  parents  :  if  they  weary  thee, 
O  think  how  much,  how  long,  thou'ft  wearied  them ! 

D 


34  i!T||iltri5  iEwoniuollr* 

Goad  not  thy  foe :  he  too  is  Sorrow's  Ton  ; — 
Can  boaft  Tome  Good,  whate'er  thy  hate  may  fay. 
Steel,  gold,  and  filver  never  bind  as  one  : 
All  have  their  worth.     Then,  let  him  go  his  way. 

To  love  thy  wife, — all  thofe  of  thy  dear  mind  ; 
To  praife  thy  friend; — help  him  who  help  thee  mo  ft : 
Thefe  are  the  beggar-virtues  of  mankind, 
Which  even  the  loweft  favages  can  boaft. 

Hope  on  !  The  worft  of  ftorms  will  pafs  away. 
Hold  faft  thy  helm,  howe'er  the  billows  flow. 
Time's  at  his  wheel ; — can  turn  all  in  one  day  ; 
And  grave  Hie  jacet  o'er  thy  dreadeft  foe. 

Thou  nam'ft  all.  Friends.  Thou  ween'ft,  they'll  ne'er  forfake ; 

May'ft  hold  their  kindnefs  for  thy  deareft  hoard. 

But  fweeteft  flowers  can  hide  a  deathful  fnake. 

Need  proves  thy  friends,  O  youth  !  as  war,  thy  fword.  (3) 


Truft  not  fpring's  ice ;  nor  lurking  fnake  at  reft ; 
Nor  new-fown  field ;  nor  words,— leaft,  wavering  girl's: 
For  Ficklenefs  dwells  in  her  lily-breaft  ; 
And  woman's  heart  is  like  the  wheel  that  whirls. 


Truft  not  to  wealth  ; — oft  fcatter'd  in  a  day  ! 
What  haft  thou  when  the  golden  bird  is  fled  ? 
Flocks,  friends, — all  die ;  thou  too  muft  foon  away : 
But  one  thing  lives, — the  Doom  upon  the  Dead.  (4) 


Have  thou  in  mind — 
a^VC*  Enough,  monk  !  I  had  rather 

Thou'dft  fpoken  of  thine  own  young  days  of  glee  ; 
For  I  ftiall  talk  as  wifely  as  my  father 
When  I  have  feen  and  done  as  much  as  he. 
Farewell ! — 

D  2 
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2!83lL  Is  gone  ? — Well !  Heaven  watch  over  ihee ! — 

What  time  and  counfel  idly  thrown  away  ! 
Back  to  my  book  ! — How  wild  is  youthful  head  ! 
Perchance,  he'll  mind  me  yet ; — once  come  to  fay  : 
"  Ah,  had  J  done  but  that  old  Wilfrid  faid  !" — 
This  page — Ay  ;   here  I've  read. — 

The  monk  is  feated  at  the  defk  again  : 

While  Ercon  makes  all  yare;andODDA  leaves  hisbed. 


III. 


dJritoniuald  Ic^au(}f)  fon  giilliintum 


QARKNESS  flown  with  Elves  of  Night,  (5) 
Morning  comes  in  her  golden  wain  ; 
Shedding  forth  her  gladdening  light. 
Waking  all  to  life  again. — 

Ercon  whiles  befide  yon  cot, 
Chattering  with  a  blufhing  maid. 
Though  fhe  leers  fo  fore  afraid, 
Yet,  methinks,  fhe  hates  him  not. — 
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Ha  !  yon  dame  with  locks  of  gray, 
Liftening  ftlll  to  what  they  fay, 
Peeps  from  window  o'er  their  head  ; 
Oh  !  He  kifles  her  ! — has  forgot 
All  that  wife  old  Wilfrid  faid!— 


Cester's  gleamy  pinnacles. 
Spires  and  walls  of  dazzling  white. 
Shine  o'er  funny  flowery  hills. — 
Cheerful  larks,  high  rifing,  fing 
O'er  that  meadow  fo  dewy  bright. — 
Near  yon  wood,  where  loveful  Spring 
Decks  each  bough  with  livening  green, 
Werburg's  rofy  walls  are  feen. 
Where  the  fwallows,  twittering,  fkim  ; — 
Huzzing  Dee  flows  quickly  along. 


All  is  gladnefs,  all  is  rife 
With  new  hope  ; — fings  joyful  hymn. 
Million  birds,  with  chirp  and  fong, 
Hail  the  beacon  of  light  and  life. — 


Where  is  Erc  ? — 'Tis  growing  late  : 
Earth's  great  Gladdener  higher  fhines. 
Look  now  at  yon  arched  gate. 
Where  the  honey-fuckle  twines: 
Where  a  young  horfe,  fheenly  dight, 
Neighs  fo  loud  ;  and  paws  to  run. 
See  thereon  our  youthful  knight 
Glittering  in  the  morning-fun. 
While,  befide  him,  Odda  ftands 
With  a  liftening  gleeful  leer  ; — 
Holds  a  goblet  in  his  hands, 
Bending  down  his  head  to  hear. 
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How  he  nods  with  merry  grin. 
With  his  "  iEtna  "  jutting  high  ! 
'Tis  as  though  he'd  laugh'd  his  chin — 
Laugh'd  his  eyes  and  cheeks  awry. 
What  is  Ercon  telhng  there  ? — 
Now  they  giggle,  and  fhake  their  head : — - 
'Tis  of  yonder  peeping  fair ; 
Or,  of  that  old  Wilfrid  faid  ; — 
Now  they're  louder  : — 
(Bvt*  Mother  knows  not  I  am  near. 

^tlljcl.  She'll  joy  fo,  then,  to  fee  her  little  dear. 

(Bl't.  'Tis  twelve  months  fince  I  left  her. 
(l^tltia*  Ride  not  yet. 

(0rr»  It  grows  fo  late  ; — 
(9tlll(l«  Ha !  ha  !  She's  looking  yon. 

She  likes  thee  well.    She'll  forrow  when  thou'rt  gone. 
(Brr.  A  prettier  gold-hair'd  lafs,  I  never  met. 
^tltltl.  Here,  take,  Erc  :  drink. 


(Bvt»  No  more. 

^tltlcl.  Come,  come  ! — a  fup. 

<Bvt,  Well  !  at  our  parting  :  give.      Be  hale  ! — 
(BWiii,  Drink  up.— 

a^Vt*  Ha !  Now  I  muft  gallop — What  runs  yon  ?— a  hareP — 
Itcroflestheroad?  Dread  fign!  This  bodes  nought  good, 
(Ptltia.  But  look  above  it ! 

d^Vt*  An  eagle  is  fhooting  there  ! — 

Is  after  it! — See! — now  fwooping  into  the  wood! — 
That  kingly  bird  makes  gloomy  fign  to  fair  ; 
I  fhould  have  been,  elfe,  in  no  merry  mood. 
(iPtltia,  Ha  !  ha  !  Young  heathen  ! 
(Bvt,  Nay  !  'Tis  ill  begun. 

Now  whip  and  fpur! 
^tltin.  Greet  friends  at  Hallentun. 

d^rr.  Tell  Wilfrid  that  I'll  ftrive  to  heed. 
(!!^3)tia.  Ha  !  ha! 
(f^VC*  Farewell ! 
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(i^tltra*  Good  fpeed  ! — 

He's  off! 

There  laughing  Odd  a  bides  ; 
And  eyes  Erc  till  the  neighbouring  foreft  hides. 
Strong  is  the  bridle  of  that  fiery  fteed ; 
But  ftronger  needs  the  youth  of  him  who  rides.- 


IV. 


®n[0niu0ld'fj  (Pt0tIti?ii  Mil   ^htni 


CEE  yon  the  glorious  bounding  Merfey  run. — 
But  turn  away.     Behold  that  grafly  plot 
O'er-look'd  by  proud  high  towering  Hallentun, 
And  fee  poor  Widow  Hilda's  lowly  cot. 

When  meek-eyed  Charity  leaves  Heaven  for  earth, 
She  dwells  in  Jier,  ungemm'd,  and  homely  dight. 
The  Weary  rife  enliven'd  from  her  hearth. 
The  Poor  ne'er  lack  her  bleffing  and  her  mite. 
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No  neighbour  heals  fo  foon  a  baneful  wound. 
'Tis  not  by  fpell,  as  Envy  makes  it  known. 
'Tis  by  the  heart  that  beats  for  thofe  around ; 
In  others'  woe,  forgetting  all  its  own. 

A  daughter  dwells  with  her  :  whom  Heaven  denied 
Full  thought  and  fpeech.     In  ftead  of  them,  it  gave 
A  heart  and  mind  that  know  nor  guilt  nor  pride. 
To  fteal  through  life  unfinning  to  the  grave. 

This  olden  child  laughs  out  our  frail  life's  day ; 

Nor  dreams  of  phantoms,  kings  and  fages  fear ; 

In  firm  belief  that  Jhe  will  live  for  aye ; — 

Will,  young  and  ruddy,  full  of  hope  and  cheer, 

Live  on  through  endlefs  time  'mid  all  fhe  holds  moft  dear 


V. 
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npHE  flow  tired  fwain  drives  lowing  herd  to  flail. 

The  weary  tiller  leads  his  team  to  refb. 

Day,  lingering,  wanes.     Soft  Twilight  fteals  o'er  all 

While  Earth's  great  Gilder,  finking  in  the  Weft, 

Illumes  with  crimfon  Halltun-caftle's  wall. 

He  whiles  yet  o'er  yon  trees  with  gorgeous  fhow ; — 

Goes,  dazzling,  down  amid  faint  ocean-green : 

Whence  million  clouds  like  waves  of  crimfon  flow  ; 

And  light  a  calm  fmooth  lake  below. 

While  diftant  houfes  through  the  gloom  are  (ccn 

With  windows  gleaming  fiery  fheen. — 
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Now  fee  yon  hawthorn  lane  near  Ergon's  home  : 

Where  two  fond  lovers,  whifpering,  flowly  roam ; — 

With  long  long  dearing  gaze,  tell  young  Love's  tale ; — 

Sigh'd  o'er  to  notes  of  plaintive  nightingale. 

It  warbles  yon :  where  hawthorns,  rofes,  bloom  ; 

And  fill  with  fragrance  meekening  twilight-gloom : 

Where  honey-fuckles  twine  round  flowery  trees 

So  lightly  ruftling  in  the  balmy  breeze. 

Knows  yon  fweet  bird  the  tale  thofe  lovers  tell  ? — 

It  hears  their  whifpers.     All  is  lulling  ftill 

But  tender  bleating  lamb ;  or,  murmuring  rill ; 

Or,  humming  beetle  ;  over-bubbling  well ; 

Far  lowing  herd ;  'mid  peal  of  vefper-bell. 

That  founds  from  o'er  the  neighbouring  dell : — 

"  What  liftener  now?" — One  rides  deep-thoughtful  by. 
He  feems  to  tell  each  ftep,  as  though  for  fear. — 
The  lovers  think,  he  whiles  there  but  to  fpy  ; 
And  Ileal  away  thence  through  the  next  lane  near. 


He  heeds  them  not; — is  bound  with  awing  fpell : — 
At  home  again  ! — He  fees  dear  Halltun-towers  ; — 
Hears  well-loved  Merfey  purl ; — ftill  Even's  bell, — 
The  fame  old  bell  he  heard  in  childhood's  hours. — 

He  rides  To  flow  ; — draws  in  the  loofen'd  reins  ; — 
He  knows  not,  why ; — fees  crumbling  monafterie 
(Laid  wafte  of  old  by  Thorkell's  heathen  Danes). — 
He  rides  now  by  with  tearful  ee. 

Its  rooflefs  walls,  o'ergrown  with  ivy,  reft. 
There  boyifh  Erconwold  was  wont  to  play  ; — 
Climb  its  old  broken  arch  to  find  a  neft. 
Why  doth  it  gloom  his  brow  to-day  ? 

He  fees  from  there  his  home : — Lo,  now  is  nigh  ! 
How  bleft  to  gaze  once  more  on  all  around ! 

His  heart  is  fo  glad  !  and  yet — It  fears — But  why  ? 

He  rides  as  though  his  fteed  trode  holy  ground : — 
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(!JrC«  "  My  mother  !--Twelve  long  months  from  this  dearfpot! 
"  My  fifter  ! — Heaven !  That  we  but  meet  agahi ! — 
"  Still  nought  ? — No  blaze  yet  from  yon  lonely  cot  ? — 
"  Ah,  dread  betidings  may  have  been  fince  then  ! 

"  What  fwart  elf  raifed  in  me  this  gloomy  thought? — 
"So  glad  this  morn  !  Why,  Heart,  fo  full  of  fear? — 
"  Can  all  be  well  ?  That  hare — No  found  of  aught? — 
"  They  may  be  gone — may  greet  fome  kinfman  near: — " 

He  ftops, — leaps  from  the  faddle: — "No — no  light? — 
"  None  hear?  None  come?  Ah!  What?  The  garden-gate— 
"How?  Lock'd!  Why  thus?  'Twas  never  but  at  night ! 
"  O  Heaven!  Sad  bodings!  Dead!  Too  late!  Too  late!" 

He  climbs  the  rail ; — is  at  the  door  : — Vain  hopes  ! 
He  knocks;— None  come?— He  knocks  again;~yet  nought? 
Looks  through  the  lattice; — breaks — The  portal  opes ! 
He  falls,  lo,  into  the  bofom  of  her  he  fought ! 


Oh  blifs  !  What  bHfs  !  The  goal  is  won  ! 
The  mother  has  found  her  long-loft  Ton  !.. 
So  many  ftorms  and  dangers  braved ! 
Now — Heaven  be  thank'd! — her  child  is  faved! 

iHOtlKH  "  What !  Ergon  dear  ?— My  fon  !  My  fon  !— 
"  Thanks,  O  thou  great — My  darling  one  ! — 
"  What !  Ergon  ? — O  thou  blefled  Power  ! — 
"How  have  I  pray'd  to  live  this  hour!" — 

Sweet  p;ladnefs-tears  flow  with  each  kifs  : 
While  Sethrid  laughs; — would  tell  him  Co  fain, 
In  her  broken  fpeech,  how  happy  fhe  is 
At  meeting  "  Ert  "  (as  fhe  calls  him)  again  : 

While  his  dog  barks,  gleefully  leaping  up. — 
And  now  they  talk  o'er  all  that  has  been, 
By  the  well  fpread  borde,  by  the  brimming  cup 
Of  the  dear  old  morat  fo  rarely  fcen, — 


Oh  !  What  blifs,  after  roving  alone. 
To  clafp  in  our  arms  fome  darling  one ! — 
After  the  ftorms  of  the  raging  main. 
To  greet  our  friends  and  home  again ! 

What  was  his  happinefs,  eaft  or  weft, 
To  that  which  he  finds  in  his  mother's  breaft  ! 
What  are  the  fights  of  old  glorious  Rome 
To  that  of  his  own  dear  Englifh  home ! — 


VI. 
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LJOW  lofty  Halltun-caftle's  high  towers  rife! 
Their  proud  flag  waving  from  yon  rocky  wall. 
Look,  how  they  feem  to  reach  up  to  the  ikies ; 
While  fcowling  down  on  all. 

Earl  WoDENNOTH  reigns  yon:  whofe  might, 
Whofe  daring  deeds  all  nations  ken. 
He  hath  fought  Death  in  every  fight. 
Yet  lived  full  fixty  years  and  ten  ; — 
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Was  tall  and  ftraight ; — ay,  is  fo  now  ;— 
Can  game  or  drink  yet,  dance  or  run  ; — 
Hatli  roaring  voice  and  awing  brow. 
To  frighten  all  he  looks  upon. 
If  any  ftare  at  aught  he  fay, 
He  roars  a  dreadful  thundering  oath. 
His  loves  and  wars  be  pafTd  away; 
But  even  yet  he's  good  at  both. 
His  brother  rued  old  works  of  evil ; — 
As  mournful  pilgrim,  went  to  Rome  ; — 
Unlike  our  Earl :  who  Hays  at  home  ; 
Nor  cares  a  whit  for  pope  or  devil. 


Our  Earl  will  have  that  thou  fhalt  know 
But  that  which  was  fo  long  ago. 
All  mighty  things  that  hap  to-day 
Fleet  over  him  as  clouds  away. 
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His  cloak  and  tunic,  red  as  gore, 

Be  fhaped  and  gemm'd  as  thofe  of  yore. 

His  logic  is  of  eafy  ken: — 

'That  JJiould  be  now  ;  for  it  was  then  : 
All  tunics  then  were  red  as  blood ; 
And,  therefore,  green  ones  can^t  be  good. 


"  When  I  was  chief  of  our  left  wing," — 

"  When  Danifh  Canute  fway'd  the  land," — 

"  When  Ethelred  was  lord  and  king," — 

"  When  lofel  Edric  had  command," — 

"  When  I  was  bound  to  fall  or  win," — 

('Tis  thus  his  olden  tales  begin) 

"  When  I  was  in  the  Witena-moot," — 

"  When  Edmund  died,  our  old  king's  fon," — 

None  dare  to  fpeak  or  ftir  a  foot 

Till  all  thefe  wearying  long  long  tales  be  done. 
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Who  liften  well  and  hear  their  end, 
Will  furely  be  his  goodly  friend ; 
And  welcome  gueft  at  Hallentun. 

.  And  yet  this  knight  of  iron  war 
Is  oft  as  gentle  as  a  dove ; — 
Is  ever  fo  where  ladies  are  : — 
Their  lion  when  they  need  his  aid  ; 
Their  lamb  in  peace:  whom  they  can  move 
To  mourn  with  them  o'er  forrow-love  ; 
And  weep  as  tender-hearted  maid. 
His  bofom  glows  with  patriot-fire 
When  England  jfhields  the  Good  and  True. 
He  moans  her  woes ; — gainftands  with  ire 
The  wrong  that  mighty  villains  do. 
And  though  fo  proud,  is  hard  to  none ; 
Up-holding  every  helplefs  one. 
Such  is  our  Earl  of  Hallentun. — 


VII. 


§n\\  (Bitiil  at   l^niij. 


T  O,  yon  our  warrior-earl  of  by-gone  date. 

Amid  old  weapons,  files  a  rufty  fword. 

His  daughter,  liking  not  fuch  grate-grat^e-gratCy 

Is  fet  afar  befide  a  gilden  borde.* 

She  holds  in  lily-hand  its  filken  cover, 

And  broiders  there  a  lady  with  Tier  lover. 

She  looks — "  Ha!  Who  comes  up  ?" — She  hurries  away; — 
Would  fhun  fome  knight; — goes  quickly  thence  to  her  bower. 

*  Table. 
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She  may  have  (ttn  him  ere, — I  cannot  fay, — 
Have  met  at  mals ;  or,  peep'd  from  yon  high  tower. 
But  why  (o  flee  ? — 

Now  none  is  there  fave  our  old  Earl  the  Bold. 
The  door  is  open'd  ; — 'Tis  but  Ercoxwold. 

Yet  high-born  Woden  rifes ; — is  lo  fain 

To  gripe  a  long-fought  Vvill,  which  Ercon  bears ; — 

To  look  on  all  trom  our  good  pope  and  Spain ; — 

Now  roars  in  a  rage ; — cries  "  O  Saint  Chad  !"  and  fwears 

As  Ergon  fays,  the  brother  comes  not  home ; 

But  ftays,  to  be  poor  Cluniac  in  Rome. 

But  now  his  oaths  and  fudden  anger  end. 

He  takes  a  golden  ring  of  by-gone  days  ; — 

Dights  Ergon's  arm  with  it; — now  calls  him,  "  Friend;" — 

Gives  many  thanks  and  fweet  high-founding  praife. 

Now  dropping  into  talk  of  Ofmer's  head  ; 

Of  Edric's  wiles  ;  of  how  Dane  Canute  fled  : — 


(BilVl*  "  Our  Englifh  there  were  eighty  thoujand  men  /" 
(0rr* '' Indeed,  my  lord?" 

(jJarL  "  My  blood  I  I  fay  but  right  I— 

''  What  glorious  troop  !  Saint  Chad  ! — I  fay  again, — 
"  I  tell  thee, — On  my  troth,  as  worthy  knigJit, 
"  As  Halltun's  earl, — Such  was  our  glory  then  ! 
"  Yes,  Erc,  believe  me, — Ninety  thoujand  men  V 

He  rattles  on,  as  wearying  and  dree 
As  any  broken  ever-dinging  bell : — 
^arL  "  For  all  thou'ft  done,  I'll  make  a  man  of  thee. 

"  Join  our  bold  troop,  lad  !  Bear  that  old  fword  welll 
'■'■  Get  thee  a  helmet  I     By  the  Holy  Rood, 
"  Who  is  no  warrior,  never  can  be  good! 

"  'Tis  our  craft,  Erc,  that  leads  to  Glory's  way. 
"  Thou'lt  rife  thereby  to  fhicld  Great  Alfred's  land; — 
"  To  mighty  thane; — Who  knows? — to  king  fome  day ! 


"  Doft  hear  me,  yougling?  Ha!  I've  fuch  a  band! 
"  Thou'rt  one  of  it!  I'll  make  thee — By  the  Word!- 
"  As  good  a  man  as  ever  fwang  a /word!'''' 

He  prates  on  thus  till  youthful  Ergon's  brain 
Grows  raving  wild,  and  dreams  of  nought  but  fame ; 
Believing  truly,  he  was  born  to  reign; — 
To  write  in  Time's  old  book  a  deathlefs  name. 
How  foon  our  high  Earl  maddens  that  young  head 
Which  fet  at  nought  what  lowly  Wilfrid  faid ! 


?!2a|)at  l^appens 


Cle\)en  iHontijs  Cater 


VIII. 


®i[raniual(l  ifi  kijomii  ii  talaiiiiiaiK 


"\X/'HAT  fhouts  from  yonder  field  !  where  thoufandsare 
With  fpears  and  helmets  glittering  in  the  fun  ; — 
With  waving  banners.     Some,  lo,  march  ;  fomc  run ; 
Some  beat  the  drum  : — 
What  toil  to  learn  the  killing  craft  of  war  ! — 

'Tis  light  to  ken  amid  the  crowd 

Our  daring  Earl  of  Hallentun  ; — 

To  fee  him  range  them,  fhouting  loud 

^'  Stop!"— ^'  Holy  Chad!"—*'  Aha!"—*'  Well  done!"— 
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But  who  can  tell  his  praife  from  blame  ? 
Both,  given  fo  roughly,  feem  the  fame. — 

We  faw  Erg  come  from  foreign  land. 

Ten  moons  have  waned.     Behold  him  now, — 

See  warlike  Erc,  with  helm  on  brow. 

The  higheft  in  our  fearlefs  band. 

Our  Earl  now  calls  him,  "  Friend," — "  My  fon," 

And  bids  him  oft  to  Hallentun. 

This  makes  him  ftrut  and  look  fo  proud, — 

So  hated  by  yon  envious  crowd. 

He  yearns  now  but  for  rank  and  might; 
And  prays  that  Norman  William  come; — 
Can  dream  of  nought  but  raging  fight, 
Of  clafhing  weapons,  beating  drum. 
Of  ftorming  towns,  of  raifing  mound; — 
How  foon  young  minds  are  whirl'd  around! 
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Now  all  is  good,  all  muft  be  done, 

That  pleafe  our  Earl  of  Hallentun. 

An  old  Taw  taught  ('Tis  ever  new 

By  telling  what  is  always  true) : — 

One  little  head  fo  crack' d  or  mad 

Can  make  ten  thoufand  more  as  bad. 

He'd  like  above  all  things  to  fee 

The  Norman  fleet  come  near  our  fhore 

(Where,  many  fay,  it  foon  will  be) : — 

Old  Woden's  creed  hath  changed  him  fo! 

Our  Earl's  in  him.     He  thinks  no  more 

As  Ergon  thought  a  year  ago. 

When  Odda  came  with  him  from  Spain. 

The  laughing  monk,  the  cottage  fair. 

So  pleafmg  then,  were  foolifh  now  ; 

For  love  of  fame  hath  whirl'd  his  brain ; — 

Stirr'd  up  his  mind  to  fret  for  glare. 

Eagle  Ambition  glooms  his  brow. 


Now  thoughtful  Ercon  leaves  yon  warlike  plain; — 
Thus  fpeaking  with  himfelf,  goes  flowly  home  again  :— 

(BVW  To  come  to  dull? — Why,  then,  is  all  our  ftrife? — 
"Our  rock-built  caftles — nothing,  nothing  lafts? 
"This  huzzing  ftream,  loud  bubbling  tide,  of  life;  — 
"Our  wealthy  havens  forefted  with  marts; — 
"  Muft  all  fo  fbadow-like  once  fleet  away? — 
"  Be  but  a  tale? — So  fays  Time's  yefterday ! — 
"  Ah,  how  the  foul  fhrinks  at  this  lurking  thought ! — 
"This  being  and  not  being! — 'There's  the  fin; 
"  For  if  we  rightly  trow'd  that  all  we  fought, 
"  Were  'yond  the  grave,  why  ftrive  fo  here  to  win?— 
"  We'd  dread  not  then  this  coming  here  to  nought; 
"  Nor  fag  for  that  we  hoped  fo  foon  to  find: — 

"  Thus  were  an  end  to  fevers  of  the  mind! 

"  But  lurking  Untruft  of  what  yon  be  found, 
"Makes  us  fo  fret  to  jump  o'er  mortal  bound; 
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"  And  leave  our  being  in  this  world  behind; — 

**  Makes  us  fo  grafping  here,  in  fpite  of  creed, 

*'  E'er  fpurring  on  to  toil  and  daring  deed; — 

*'  Ay,  oft  to  monftrous  ills  and  bloody  crime: 

"'  That,  finding  nothing  in  yon  unknown  clime, 

'•'  (Grimmeft  of  thoughts,  which  fiends  would  bid  us  heed') 

*^'  We  here  may  tower  o'er  all-down-gulping  Time; 

*'  And  have  a  name  for  after-men  to  read. — 

"Yet~WhatisERc?— The  Bold  Earl's  friend:— Nought  won! 
"  'Tis  nought  at  all! — My  Sword!    More  muft  be  done!-— 
"  O,  let  Duke  William  and  his  Normans  come! 
*'  Earl  Harold  wears  a  crown; — he^  cowherd's  fon! 
*' What  may  not,  then,  the  friend  of  Hallentun?" — - 

Erc  reaches  thus  his  lowly  home. — 


IX. 


i^lri;  (lltdnijltt:::!®^!^ 


"npIS  awing  midnight. — Look  without,  and  eye 
Yon  lonely  fhore  lit  up  with  full  moon's  ray: 
Where  rippled  waters,  iilvery  beaming,  flow 
Beneath  the  ftarry  calm  unclouded  fky. 
Night  wears  her  glittering  robe  to  rival  Day. 
Where  bulging  rocks  be  fhadow'd  not  below. 
The  pearly  fand  is  like  to  moonlit  fnow. 
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All  is  (o  ftill.      Ye  hear  but  murmuring  wave; — 

The  fea-bird  croak; — far  wild  beaft  howl  or  yell. 

Now  Halltun's  heavy  bell 

Tolls  deep  flow  dolefome  knell; — 

Like  that  toU'd  o'er  the  grave: — 

Dread  founding  through  the  diftant  dell: — 

It  ftops, — hath  toll'd  out  twelve 


Was  that  a  footftep? — What  dark  form  comes  yon?— 

What  monfter  fhaped  as  man  hies  over  the  ftrand? — 

Wrapp'd  up  in  fwarthy  mantle,  hurrying  on; 

With  heavy  trample,  dafhing  the  pebbles  and  fand? — 

How  quickly  it  haftens  along! — What  gloomful  one! — 

Like  man; — yet  not; — fo  grimly  dark  and  dread, 

B  u  t  fo]  low'd  by  long  black  fhadow  flickering  with  each  tread !- 
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*Tis  near  yon  moonlit  rock. — It  goes  a  way 
That  leaves  the  fhore  and,  rifing  fteep  on  high, 
Leads  up  to  Halltun's  craggy  towering  height. 
There  man  nor  horfe  dare  go  but  when  'tis  day,. 
For  dread  of  howling  wolves,  of  Grendel's  cry, 
Of  baneful  witches,  elves,  or  moaning  fprite. 
Yon  dark  fhape  fears  not,  being  grim,  as  they, — ■ 


It  rifes  higher,  having,  on  the  right, 

A  cliff  whofe  peak  would  reach  the  filvering  fky. 

Thence  beetling  huge  out-bulging  rocks  of  white 

Look  down,  and  feem  to  fall. 

Yon  wanderer  underneath,  now  hurrying  by, 

Hears  ftartled  eagle  fcream;  and  wild  goat  call 

While,  on  the  left,  a  frightful  fteep — 

A  gulf  too  dread  for  human  eye 

Yawns,  endlefs  deep. — 
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It  hurries,  mounting  high  till  yon  fteep  way 
Ends,  curving  left.     There  mouldering  caftle  is. 
Its  moonlit  towers  in  ivy's  green  array 
Hang,  tottering,  o'er  that  frightful  precipice. 
A  tyrant-lord  dwelt  there  in  by-gone  day. 
He,  jealous  of  his  lady's  friendly  kifs, 
Hurl'd  down  the  fair.      'Tis  faid,  her  rueful  fprite 
Is  heard  to  moan  nigh  thofe  drear  walls  at  night. 


Yon  dark  form,  fweeping  by,  hears  hooting  owl; — 

Now  goes  an  even  path.      There,  on  the  right, 

A  barren  heath  lies  boundlefs  to  the  fight: 

Where  ravens  croak;  and  lank  wolves,  prowling,  howl;- 

The  ghoft-world's  fun  beams  bright. 

But  whither  flee  if  nigh  yon  greedy  wolf? 

The  left  edge  of  the  foot-path  is  the  brink 

Of  that  deep  yawning  gulf. — 
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Yon  muffled  fhape  can  have  nor  heart  nor  mind. 
So  dafhing  forward  o'er  that  narrow  way, 
With  fable  mantle  waving  in  the  wind ; — 
Now  haftening  by  yon  tree.     A  fkeleton 
Hangs  down  there  lit  with  ghaftly  ray. — 

'Tis  paft  the  heath ; — fweeps  now  with  quickening  pace 
Along  a  foreft ;  having,  on  the  left, 
The  dreadful  gulf: — comes  now  to  higher  ground. 
Thence  raging  torrent,  ftraight,  with  moonlit  foam, 
Runs  dafhing  down ;  and,  rufhing  onward,  pours 
Into  the  deep  abyfs: — How  dread  it  roars 
'Mid  hollow  howling  from  the  foreft  near ! 
While  o'er  the  foamy  gap  through  which  it  flows. 
On  narrow  plank,  yon  fearlefs  wanderer  goes. — 

It  haftens  on,  as  though  it  ne'er  would  ftay. 

Along  the  difmal  foreft. — What  is  yon? 

It  ftops.     That  road  is  call'd,  "  The  Witches'  Way." 
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It  opes  a  cavern-door.      Before  a  lamp,  * 

An  aged  man  with  bald  head,  long  gray  beard. 

In  white  fkin-garment,  gazes  on  a  book. 

'Tis  KoRMAK  ;   'tis  that  old  Icelandic  Skald  * 

So  famed  in  England  for  true  prophecy : 

Who  hath  outlived  himfelf — his  loves  and  hates : 

Who,  tired  of  our  old  world,  hath  built  him  there 

A  world  of  his  own  kind ;  and  peopled  It 

With  ghoflly  beings,  phantoms  of  his  brain : 

Who  looks  (or,  weens  fo)  into  life  to  be. 

Communing  with  the  fouls  of  men  long  dead  ; — 

Hathwalk'd  through  Heaven  and  Hell;— feen  how  men  there 

Live  on  in  weal  or  woe  their  endlefs  day. 

He  knows  no  death.     'Tis  meanlefs  word  to  him : 

Who  holds  that  life  ne'er  ends ; — that  dying  is 

To  live  as  now  he  lives,  and  loves  to  live. 


*  Pronounce  the  a  fhort  as  in  ih^  word  Callous ; — as  in  French  Allcr, 
German  B(jld. 
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•     But  yon  dark  fhape  ? — It  throws  the  cloak — Behold! 
'Tis  Erconwold  ! — 

%\0l\  What  feekeft  here  ? 

(Bvt*  My  re^. 

liOr*  What  forrow-worm  can  gnaw  fo  young  a  breaft  ? 
What  doth  your  ill  world  now  that  Youth  {o  foon 
Muft  droop,  and  flee  to  haunts  that  fright  the  moon? 
What  elvifli  mood, — what  fifel  *  bloody  crime 
Makes  thee  to  wander  at  this  unked  time  ? — 
To  walk  the  gray  one's  -}■  road  like  outlaw'd  thrall  ? — 
To  come  where  fpae-wives;;}:  dwell,  and  ling-eels§  crawl? 
Love-blinking  maid  will  make  thee  forrow  lefs. 
There's  nought  for  i/iee  in  this  drear  unkednefs. 

d^rr*  What  ftate  of  man  is  that  wherein  the  mind, 

For  want  of  forrows,  makes  them  ? — when  it  raifes 
A  hell  within  itfelf ;  and  real  woes, 

*  Horrible  (/  fhort).         f  The  wolf.         X  Witches.         §  Serpents. 
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That  call  it  thence,  come  like  to  cheering  angels  ? — 
When  friends  feem  foes  ? — when  'twere  a  childifh  play- 
To  dare  the  raging  lion  ? 

1x01%  'Tis  a  madnefs. 

(0rf*  Dark  weening  hath  fo  weigh'd  me  down  of  late; 
Making  my  mind-ftream  overflow  its  bank, 
And  run  to  wafte  !     How  flee  from  this  drear  fl:ate  ? 

2^01%  Get  thee  a  wife  and  feven  children. 

err.  Ah  !~ 

I  dreamt  an  ill  dream ; — fmce,  have  had  no  refl;. 

Deep  thinking  on  it  fet  my  brain  a-whirl. 

1  will'd,  at  laft,  to  come ;  and  bare  to  thee 

The  hidden  fnake  that  curls  within  my  breaft ; — 
liOnSay  on;— 

(Bvt*  To  know  my  dream's  foreboding. 

lion  Well  ? 

What  was  thy  dream  ?     Stand  far  away  : — Now  tell. 
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(0r(»  I  flood  upon  an  oak  which,  floating,  lay 
Amid  a  lake.     All  near  was  ftill  and  lone. 
'Twas  night, — but  fuch  a  night  as  fhamed  the  day. 
Blue  moonlit  fky,  full  glittering  gold-ftars,  fhone 
Down  o'er  the  water.     It,  fmooth  pearly  way, 
Was  girt  from  all  with  high  dark  hills  of  ftone ; 
With  trees  behind  of  every  fhape  and  hue; — 
Like  fhades  of  monfters  on  the  flcy  of  blue. — 


I,  gazing  thence,  beheld  an  ifle  which  lay 
In  that  bright  lake.     'Twas  clouded  o'er  and  drear. 
High  hills  and  trees  withholding  every  ray. 
'Twas  wintery  dark  while  all  around  was  clear. 
I  dreamt,  it  had  been  fo  from  Time's  firft  day ; — 
That  nought  of  life  e'er  trode  its  earth  for  fear 
Of  fome  dire  end, — of  that  eternal  gloom 
Which  hover'd  there  mid  fl:illnefs  of  the  tomb. — 
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I  look'd  then  down.     The  fmooth  clear  water  feem'd 
Like  fhhilng  glafs.     The  heavens  fhone  there  below 
As  deep  deep  gulf  of  light :  wherein  all  gleam'd. 
Full  glittering  ftars,  with  clouds  like  moonlit  fnow. 
I,  gazing,  mufed  till  fuddenly  from  that  oak 
I  fell,  whirlings  into  the  deep  gulf; — fcream'd ; — 
And  then  awoke. — 

I  flept,  and  dreamt  again.     Methought,  I  ilray'd 
O'er  that  lone  ifle ; — faw  there  in  twilight-gloom 
Woods,  rocks,  and  caverns  ;  haunts  of  elves  and  fprites  ; 
Church-yards  of  old  full  sunken  mofTy  tombs  ; — 
Saw,  'mid  the  mouldering  bones,  live  grizzly  rats ; 
Old  broken  fwords  and  goblets  ;   flow,  long,  crawling 
Big  glutted  worms ;  and  lank  wolves  prowl  around. 
There,  too,  were  ftalking  rueful  fliapes  of  men 
In  long  black  palls  :  whofe  leers  were  like  to  thofe    . 
Of  dried  up  mummies.     Yet  they  feem'd  not  old. 
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As  flafh'd  their  eye  from  out  its  hollow  cave ; 

As,  from  their  mouldering  brow,  o'er  fhrunken  cheek, 

Long  raven-locks  in  youthful  frefhnefs  roll'd. 

Head-drooping,  fad,  they  walk'd.     Each  was  alone  ; — 

Ne'er  feem'd  to  know  his  brother  ;   nor  to  reck 

Of  aught  around.     While  all  was  ftill — 

Still  as  at  Death's  beheft. 

And  there  I  faw  the  wreck  of  kingly  greatnefs  ; — 

Old  broken  fceptres,  crowns  ;  high  tottering  halls. 

Where  crumbling  Time  in  awing  ftillnefs  reign'd. 

I  enter'd  one  of  them.     Shields,  rufty  weapons 

Hung  there  on  black  old  walls :  while,  o'er  the  ground, 

Trod  down  in  tatters,  lay  the  Saxon  flag. 

I  turn'd — Behold,  a  fire-eyed  fkeleton. 

Stretching  its  bony  arm,  held  forth  a  crown  ; 

While  thoufands  groan'd  "  Hail,  Erconwold,  our  King!" 

I  woke  ; — trembling,  forfook  my  couch. 
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lvOl%  Thy  fpirit-man  will  leave  his  dark  fhadc  here  ! 

Set  not  thine  eyes  on  me  !     Nay,  come  not  near  !- 
Now  mark  my  words  : — 

Thou  faweft  in  that  ifle  of  woe 
What  England  foon  will  be. 
All  will  be  held  by  wolvifh  foe 
Ere  two  fhort  winters  flee. 
Though  lowly  born, 
Thou  may'ft  be  king 
If  thou  ne'er  do  one  iiuie  thing  : 
Which  done,  thou'lt  mourn. 
<£;i'U  O  what,  then  ?     What  ? 
liDn  Heed  that  I  fay,— 

^/  /ey/a  or  la^ingi 
e%a  at  drepa  or  druma. 
Now  fare  thy  way. 
dprr*  Speak,  friend  ! 
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H^OV*  No  more  !     Bide  not  at  Hallentun  ! 

Hence  !     Go  with  Him  who  made  the  fun  ! — (6) 

Erc  bids  in  vain.      The  feer  will  anfwer  nought. — 
Yon  dark  fhape  leaves  the  myftic  fkald  of  fame ; — 
Goes  {lowly,  full  of  gloom  and  thought, 
The  dreary  way  it  came. — 


X. 


mt  iaii  to  m-A\. 


so^s 


"TTIS  dead  of  night.     Sleep  holds  o'er  all  her  wand. 
Nought  breaks  her  whifpers  but  the  watch-dog's  bark; 
Or,  moan  of  waves  on  Merfey's  gloomy  ftrand. — 
Now  all  is  ftill. — 

Yon  road  was  dark. 
What  fhines  now  there  through  the  cloud  of  the  night? — 
Now  thoufand  blazing  torches  light — 
Steel  armour  and  helmets  gliften  afar! — 

G 
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What  legions  of  war !     They,  trampling,  come 

With  hafty  march  to  the  loud  drum!  drum! — 

What  cheering  fhouts  of  yon  glittering  throng ! 

Now  war-horfes,  clattering,  gallop  along!  — 

What  clafh  of  weapons! — Now  bugles  found!— 

Awake! — It  is — The  war-drum's  nigh! 

The  naked  fword  is  borne  around 

With  fpear  and  flag  of  bloody  dye! 

"  To  war!  To  war!"  yon  legions  cry, 

"  For  Norway's  King's  on  Englifh  ground; — 

"  Is  now  at  York; — has  there  unfurl'd 

*'  His  deathful  '  Harrower  of  the  World.' 

"  Up,  England!  Wilt  thou  be  his  thrall? — 

*'  Be  trampled  down?  Lo!  with  him  are 

*'  Thy  fleeky  friends.     Have  at  them  all! — 

"  At  thofe  fo  near,  and  thofe  afar! 

"  Up,  England!  Wake!   To  war!  To  war! — 

*'  Thefe  grudging  foes!  They  ween  that  we 
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"  Will  let  them  harrow  as  they  would! — 
"  Thus  trample  down  the  Great  and  Free, 
'^  The  Fair  and  True,  the  High  and  Good! 
"  They  yet  fhall  know,  ere  this  can  be, 
"  We'll  give  our  laft  dear  drop  of  blood! 
"  If  any  'mong  us  feel  not  thus, 
"  Then  hang  him  on  the  fir  ft  old  tree! 
"  The  hilding  fhall  not  dwell  with  us ! 

"  Out  with  the  foes  we  feed  at  home, 

"  Who  love  peace  but  for  reft  or  mart! 

"Out  with  the  friends  and  flaves  of  Rome, 

"  In  whom  ne'er  beat  an  Englifti  heart! 

"  Firft,  drive  out  them! — the  daftard  fpies! 

"  Up,  Engliftimen!  Awake!  Arife! 

"  Quick  follow  us  hence  to  glorious  fight 

"  For  England,  Freedom,  God,  and  Right!" — 

"  Away!  Away!" — 

G  2 
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With  lightning-fpeed. 
Through  the  torch-ht  road,  flies  the  fiery  fleed. 
Quick  making  the  ftones  that  it  dafhes  o'er  flafli ; 
As  the  weapons  clafh; 
And  the  minfter-bell, 
Through  the  echoing  dell, 
'Mid  the  fhouts  and  yell. 
Tolls  loud  its  deep  dread  awful  knell, 
Awakening  all  with  quick  {lart; — 
And  now  the  warrior  grafps  his  fword. 
The  weakling  liftens  with  quivering  heart. 
Fear-llricken  mifers  clutch  their  hoard: 
While  villains  who  have  nought  to  lofe, 
Now  lawlefs,  merrily  hail  the  news. 
But  fuch  as  dream  that  man  may  rife 
And  foar  as  bleffed  angel,  god-like  wife; 
With  all  that  love  fair  Peace  for  gain, 
Curfe  war  as  work  of  madman's  brain. 


The  mother  feeks  her  babe,  and  faints. 
Our  whining  monks  invoke  their  faints. 
But  Ercon  quick  with  his  bandfmen  run 
To  roufe  our  Earl  of  Hallentun. — 

King  Harold's  brother, — Tostig  hight, 
Hence  driven,  join'd  a  foreign  band; — 
Now  comes  with  Northern  foes  to  fight 
Againft  his  race  and  fatherland. — 

He  dies  the  death  moft  dire  and  grim 
Who  murderous  takes  his  brother's  life: 
What,  then,  Ihall  be  the  doom  o'er  him 
Who  fills  the  world  with  bloody  ftrife! — 
Who,  but  to  win  a  crown  or  name, — 
To  prove  himfelf  moft  great  or  wife. 
Blows  evil  embers  into  flame; — 
Makes  millions  againft  millions  rife! 
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Woe  rack  him  who  thus  ufes  might! 

Accurfed  be  his  fiendifh  fpells! 

That  make  the  blooming  fields  to  blight. 

And  merry  chimes  to  dolefome  knells; 

That  foul  the  Pure,  root  up  the  Good; — 

Make  tender  mother  tear  her  young ; — 

Old  doting  men  grow  tiger-ftrong 

In  raging  for  their  neighbour's  blood. — 


XI. 

OUllKit   the    Bold    (i'ai'l   docs   irhni    hi; 
hearii   the    Jidiiuifi. 


X^OW  Ercox  is  at  Hallentun. 
He  tells  our  Earl  how  Norway's  baiid 
With  wreaking  Tostig,  GodNsin's  Ion, 
Are  trampling  down  our  Englilli  land. 

"  Saint  Chadl"  bold  Woden  cries.   "  What  more^ 
''  This  proves  what  I  have  always  faid  I" 
But  now  he  thinks  on  days  of  yore ; 
And  tiilks  of  Old  Kins  Ethelred  : — 


88  itf)i\rie  i!?rroiiU)ollr, 

"  Sit  down.      I'll  teach  thee  how  to  fhoot, 
"  That  never  once  an  arrow  fail. 
"  When  I  was  in  the  Witena-moot," — 
All  ends  thus  with  a  long  old  tale. 

But  fiery  hafting  Erconwold 

Stamps, — walks  about,  and  ftrikes  his  head ; 

For  that  our  Chronicle  of  Old 

Forgets  fo  foon  a  tale  fo  dread : — 

(j^rn  ''  Heaven  help  us.  Earl!  'Twill  foon  be  day! 
"  The  heathen  wolves  are  prowling  near. 
'^  O  let  me  head  your  troops,  I  pray, 
"  To  fhield  what  is  moft  high  and  dear ! 

"  My  bofom  loathes  this  cankering  reft : 
"  A  fomething  great  is  here,  I  feel ! 
"  So  fiery  burns  here,  in  my  breaft, 
"  The  love  to  ftrive  for  England's  weal ! " 
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(B^Vh  "  Saint  Chad  !  Thou  fhalt !  Here,  give  thy  hand! — 
"  A  better  war-cub  ne'er  was  born ! 
"  Go,  lead  to  York  our  goodly  band. 
"  I'll  follow  thee  to-morrow  morn. 

"  Here,  take  this  helm.  'Twill  fit  thy  head : — 
"  Now,  Whelps  of  War  !  Go,  do  your  work  !" 
Thus  faith  our  Earl ;  then  hies  to  bed ; 
But  never  gets  fo  far  as  York. 


XII. 


at  Wotk. 


jmu   Jtlloiiluiii,  flJai;!  of  ^o\\i\m\\\kp\\i 
l^lih  to  ■  Honuiag's   ling. 

A/TORKAR  wails  to  Edwin  : — "  Woe  ! 
"  Harold  comes  not  with  his  men. 
"  Thus  we  cannot  meet  the  foe. 
"  TosTiG  will  be  lord  again. 

"  Hie  to  Norway's  King,  and  fay: — 
"  Let  us  ftill  live  hale  and  free ; 
"  Spare  us ;  and,  at  noon  to-day, 
"  York  will  ope  its  gate  to  thee." — 


92  (Ttiltrr  iSrronluolti, 

With  this  errand,  Edwin  goes; — 
Finds  the  warriors  holding  'Ting; — 
Swordlefs,  'mid  ten  thoufand  foes^ 
Stands  before  the  dreaded  king. 

Tall  is  he, — of  towering  height ; 
Like  the  giant-earls  of  old ; 
Clad  in  tunic  welkin-bright, 
Starr'd  with  gems  and  glittering  gold. 

Freyja's  locks  of  golden  hair 
Deck  this  awing  fon  of  War. 
Crown'd  he  ftands,  as  Baldur  fair. 
Strong  and  bold  as  Afa-Thor.  (7) 

CtltOl'n*  ''  MoRKAR,  greeting,  bids  me  fay  :— 
"  Let  us  ftill  live  hale  and  free ; 
"  Spare  us ;  and,  at  noon  to-day, 
"  York  will  ope  its  gate  to  thee." 


WiillQ*  "  Go  thou.   Tell  North-humbria's  Earl : — 
"  Norway  greets.     Live  hale  and  free. 
"  Yield  !     Land-eydo  *  then  ihall  furl, 
«  Help  us,  Odin,  Villi,  Ve ! 

^'  Here,  at  Stamford-Bridge,  we  bide. 

"  Bring  us  pledges  foon  :  if  not^ 

"  York  will  fall  ere  even-tide. 

*^  This  fhall  be,  fays  Norway's  Drot!"  f 

Clafhing  fhields,  they  loudly  fwear ; — 
Each  with  hand  on  naked  fword. — 
Edwin  goes; — bids  all  be  yare 
Soon  to  meet  their  banifh'd  lord. — 

*  Land-ravager :  his  llandard.  f  Lord. 


XIII. 

gaui  tln>  ^0rtto(;n,  at  ^tamfoii(Uliii(Irin, 
aiuait  gofitaig^fi;  But  \X!{m\  q4  Wviint, 


'TPHE  Northmen,  fo  glad  that  York  will  yield, 

Are  merrily  met  in  Stamford-Field. 

Their  heavy  war-gear  thrown  away. 

Some  tumble  and  leap;  fome  gambol  and  play. 

Some,  refting  on  the  funny  green. 

Still  hear  their  harping  fkald's  old  lay 

On  Baldur's  death  and  heart-rent  queen; — 

Flow  Frey  gave  up  his  wondrous  fword; 
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And  Odur  left  his  bride  to  pine. 

While  the  king  and  his  earls,  at  taeffle-board,* 

Are  merrily  quaffing  old  wine. 

But  TosTiG?  He  can  no-where  reft. 

A  hellifh  monfter  racks  his  breaft. 

'Tis  call'd,  Revenge.     With  gaze  on  high, 

With  knitted  lips,  ire-darting  eye, 

Faft  clinched  hand,  he,  ftamping,  walks  the  heath 

As  if  o'er  poifoning  fnakes  he'd  crufh  to  death. 

"  'Tis  time!"  he  cries  to  the  king,  ''  Away! 

"  No  hoftages  yet!   Wafte  here  the  day! 

"  Why  hope  for  aught  from  yon  fhuffling  horde? 

"  I  knew,  the  lofels  could  keep  no  word!" — 
IvlUCJ*  What  haftens  fo  yon? — Look! 
^Qft^  What? — I  fee  nought: — Where? — 

Acloudofduft? 
iAinCy*  If  now — Great  Thor!  If  they're — 

*  Chclls. 
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Coft.  Some  wandering  reapers — 

i^l'ug.  Saw'ft  not  that  ? — Mefeems, — 

Coft»  'Tis  but  an  oxen-drove; — 
1\IU0.  Again  it  gleams  ! 

'Twas  glittering  fteel! 
Coft*  O  king,  it  cannot  be. 

Some  Englifh  boors  yon  come  to  fpeak  with  thee; 

And  ask  of  us — 
i^mg»  Seeft  not?  Art  blind  to  day?— 

Great  Odin!  'Tis — Let  the  bugle  found! 

My  fteed  here!  Quick!  My  helmet!  Away! — 

Out,  out,  Land-eydo! — Gather  around! 

"  The  foe!  The  foe!" 

With  lightning-fpeed, 

The  Viking  flies  on  his  raven  fteed. 

''  The  foe!  The  foe!"  he  calls  aloud. 

*'  The  foe!  The  foe!"  back  echoes  the  crowd. 
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All,  feeing  their  Valkirs  o'er  them  fly, 
Throng  round  their  banner  to  win  or  die. — 


Now  drawn  up  in  a  half-moon  line. 

They  fee  our  Englifh  hurrying  on; — 

Our  ftandard  wave,  our  armour  fhine, 

Bright  gliftening  in  the  noon-day  fun; — 

See,  back  of  all,  fo  far,  fo  far, 

A  never-ending  wave  of  war 

Come  rolling  on  them: 

Yet,  as  high  cliff  on  their  dear  ftrand 

Looks  down  on  raging  ftorm  beneath, 

So  they  too  ftand; — 

So  look  on  death. 

Their  leader,  bounding  by  them,  fings 

A  lay  on  mighty  deeds  of  old: — 

H 
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i^Ul0*  We  lack  our  farks.*     Yon  glittering  things 
Were  never  for  the  Great  and  Bold. 
We'll  meet  the  Saxon  weaklings  thus, 
And  do  what  others  ne'er  have  done. 
Great  Odin's  eye|  fhines  bright  on  us: 
Enough  is  that  for  Norway's  fon! 
Bold  Ragnar  bids  us  fall  or  beat! — 
Why  halt  they  yon? — 
The  bedlings  J  fear! — 
But  who  be  thefe? — They  come  to  greet." 

See  twenty  Saxon  horfemen  near, 
All  clad  in  fteel  from  helm  to  feet: — 

^^ajCOn.  Where's  Godwin's  fon,  Earl  Tostig  hight? 
Coft.  Lo,  here  am  I!     What  will  ye?     Speak! 


# 


Coat  of  Mail.  f  The  Sun. 

1  An  effeminate  man.     (Anglo-Saxon,  Bedling.) 


.i^aV^lK  Thus  faith  King  Harold: — Ere  the  fight, 
We  bid  our  brother  blin*  to  wreak; — 
Hold  out  to  him  our  friendly  hand. 
His  rank  again, — wealth,  earldom,  land, 
With  aught  that  knightly  man  may  crave. 
Coft«  Fair  words  at  laftl  They're  all  ye  bring? 
But  if  I  take  them,  what  fliall  have 
My  trufty  friend  here,  Norway's  King? 

^ajTOn*  We've  faid  all.  Earl.     'Tis  all  we  can. 
Let  him  go  home  and  reft  a  ftound.f 
Or,  as  he's  fuch  a  high  tall  man. 
We'll  give  him  feven  feet  of  ground; — 
Coft.  Then,  rack  my  foul!  if — Ride  your  way! 
Hence !  Bid  my  brother  yare  \  to  fight ; 
For  none  but  liars  foul  ftiall  fay 
That  TosTiG  ever  brake  his  plight! 


Ceafe.     (Anglo-Saxon,  Blinnan.)  f  A  While. 

X  Make  ready.     (Anglo-Saxon,  Gearwian.) 

H   2 


So  back  to  lording  Harold!  Hie! 
Say,  Here  Pll  reign ^  or  here  Fll  dieV 

This  having  heard,  the  Saxons  ride 

Away  again: — now  tell  our  king. — 

The  Northmen  wait; — ftand  fide  by  fide 

In  clofe  pack'd  lines  of  great  half-ring; 

With  two-edged  long  fwords  glittering  bright, 

With  fpears  that  thickly  briftle  high 

(Steel  foreft  unto  weening  eye): 

All  yearning  for  the  fight. — 

Swords  and  armour  nearer  flafii; — 

Ha!  The  drum! — 

Now  they  come! — 
Come  with  clattering  weapon-clafh ! 
See  yon  thoufand  horfemen  fly 
Rufiiing  on  in  glittering  gear! — 
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Now  fo  nigh! — 
Now  they  rear! — 
Crafhing,  dafh 
O'er  the  foemen's  brifthng  fpear! 

How  yon  hardy  fons  of  War, 

Firm  as  rock, 

Stand  the  fhock! — 
Driving  every  horfeman  back, 
Clafh  their  fhields  in  praife  to  Thor ! — 

Now  the  Saxon  arrows  fall, — 
Showering,  drop  'mid  deathful  wail; 
Battering  'gainft  that  human  wall 
Like  a  heavy  ftorm  of  hail. — 

On  our  Englifh  rufh  again; 
And  again  are  driven  to  flight. 
Now  the  Northerns,  over- fain. 
Follow,  raging  for  the  fight! — 


102  arfjilUr  ISrconUJOllr, 

Now  their  ranks  are  broken!  Lo? 
Back  the  horfemen  fuddenly  fly. 
Hewing  down  the  unwary  foe, 
Follow'd  quick  by  the  legions  nigh! 

Ah!  What  moans! 

Deathful  groans 

Slowly  rife 

'Mid  the  cries. 

Shouts,  and  clafh ! 
How  yon  fteeds,  high  bounding,  dafh- 
How  the  Living,  raging,  tread 
O'er  thofe  bloody  heaps  of  Dead! 

Norway's  men  call  "  Odin!  Thor!" 
'Mid  the  wail  and  weapon-din. 
Saxons  dart  their  fnakes  of  war,  * 
Crying  "  On!  We  win  I  We  winV 

*  Arrows.     (Anglo-Saxon,  Hilde-tiadre.) 


Roaring,  flows  the  battle-tide. 
Death  is  there  on  every  fide. 
Thofe  yet  woundlefs  raging  tread 
O'er  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Each  one  weens,  he  came  to  Jlay ; — 
Ne'er  was  born  to  fall  to-day. — 

"  Look!"  cries  Harold: — "  Ha!  Well  done! 
"  Norway's  dreaded  flag  is  won! 
"  Who  is  he  (b  young  and  bold?" — 
"One,  methinks,  hight  Erconwold." 
"  He  fliall  have  our  love; — But  fain — 
"Ho,  there!  Tostig!  Hafl:e  to  him!  Say, — 
"  We  fliall  win  this  glorious  day, 
"  Yet  thy  brother  bids  again, — 
"Offers  friendly  hand; — Away!"" 

Quickly  his  errand-bearer  hies; — 
Greeting  Tostig,  calls  aloud. 
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He,  like  angry  demon,  flies 
Raging  through  the  battle-crowd; — 
Now,  with  gory  fword  in  hand. 
Sudden  ftops: — 
^^'!?.!?/l Hither,  Earl,  I  hafte  to  fay: 

We  fhall  win  this  glorious  day; 
Yet  our  lord  and  king  would  be 
Friendly  with — 
Coft*  To  Hell  with  thee  ? 

Viftory,  flave,  or  death  for  me  !" 

How  they  bleed  ! — 
Groaning,  die  ! 
And  none  will  heed 
Their  deathful  cry  ; — 
Vidlorious  fhouts 
Now  rend  the  fky, 
'Mid  groanful  wail ; — 
What  awful  cries  ! 
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Odin's  men  begin  to  quail ; — * 
Hey  !  How  our  Englifh  banner  flies  ! 
While — Ah  !  yonder — How  they  tread 
Tiger-fiercely  o'er  the  dead  ! — 

''  Win  or  die!"  the  Northerns  roar, 
*'  Heed  not  ghaftly  Hela's  calls ! 
"  Lovely  Valkirs  fly  before, 
"  Beckoning  us  to  bliflTul  halls!" — 

Woe  !  What  woe  ! 

All  is  lofl: ! 

How  they  fall ! — 

Gafping,  wring ! — 

Striving  with  a  mightier  foe — 

Death's  grim  King! — 

*  Lofe  courage. 


Now  begins  a  fearful  rout. 

O'er  the  bridge,  the  foemen  hie ; 

While,  with  loud  victorious  fhout, 

Following  quick,  our  Englifh  fly ; — 
"  Halt!" — On  the  bridge,  lo  !   Norway's  ruler  ftands 
Waves  boldly  there  his  long  fword  dripping  gore ; — 
Full  anger  raging,  calls  his  fleeing  bands ; 
And  will  not  let  a  Saxon  o'er. 


"  Hew  him  down  !" — What  giant- foe  !- 
Felling  all  he  hap  to  meet ! 
See  there  !     Every  Angle  blow 
Lays  a  Saxon  at  his  feet ! 

All  our  arrows  boot  not  here, 
Flying  back  as  though  by  fpell : 
While  our  men  begin  to  fear, 
Yon  muft  be  the  King  of  Hell. 
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Now  ten  more  rufh  on  again, 
Staggering  with  each  blow  he  gives : — 
Seven — now  eight — now  nine  are  flain  ! 
But  the  tenth  ftill,  fighting,  lives ! 

How  they  clafh  their  flafhing  fteels, 
Heartened  by  our  cheering  men  ! — 
Now — Aha  !  The  Viking  reels  ! — 
Falls, — lo,  ne'er  to  rife  again ! 

"  What,"  afks  Harold,  "  Is  his  name? 

"  Who's  that  one  fo  young  and  bold  ? — 

"  Lion-heart !     It  is  the  fame — 

"  'Tis  the  fame  Childe  Erconwold! 

"  He  fhall  have  our  raifing  hand. 

"  Soon  we'll  make  him  Earl ; — But,  on  ! 

"  Drive  the  war-wolf*  to  the  ftrand  !" — 

*  Deftroying  army.     (Anglo-Saxon,  Here-wulf.) 


io8  <rfjiltie  i=rronU)olti. 

There  Great  Hardrada's,  meeting  Godwin's,  fon 
Kneels  ; — lowly  begs  to  leave  our  land. 
This  being  boon'd,  he  raifes  fail ; — now  wends 
To  cliffy  Norway,  mourning  thoufand  friends 
With  the  few  left  of  their  mighty  band 


XIV. 
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/^UR  King  and  Earlswalk  o'er  the  corfe-deck'd  ground:— 

i^inj*  They  feem  to  grin  at  us! — What  death  around! — 
Death  on  thefe  faces  fo  well  known! — (o  dear! — 
This  morn,  all  funny  bright  with  hope  and  cheer! — 
Foh!  Bloody  heaps!— But  TosTiG?—Crr!  What  groan! 

2^in0*  Back! — O  Heaven!  There — there  he  lies! 

Grim  ghaftly  leer!  Thofe  angry  rolling  eyes! 


That  gory  head  cold  pillow'd  on  mofly  ftone! — 
Look  up,  my  brother!  Look  on  Harold! 
Coft.  Thou!— 

Avaunt ! 
llinCJ'^  Shrink — Frown  not  thus  at  laft! 

Coft.  Boaft  now  ! 

Up  with  the  plume !— Dire  pang !— Wilt  twit  us,— Eh  ? 

Wilt  overcrow?     To-morrow  is  a  day; — 

Ye  racking  wounds!  Ah!~Hence!  Why  prowl  ye  here  ? 
Iint0«  O  TosTiG,  Tostig! — brother  once  fo  dear! 

Forget!  Forgive!  Feed  this  ill  grudge  no  more! 

Ah !  muft  we — we,  whom  that  fame  kind  one  bore; — 

Same  bofom  cherifh'd ;— fame  loved  hearth  gave  cheer ; 

By  childhood's  gambols,  youth's  fweet  memory,  dear; 

We  thus  for  ever  funder!  Tostig!  Oh! 

How  little  thought  our  mother,  'twould  be  fo! 
Coft  All  for  kind  loveofmight!-of  gold !- Woe! Woe !- 

To-day,  'tis  Tostig's  turn  to  lofe  and  die. 


To-morrow,  lording  Harold,  'twill  be  thine! 
The  breeze  wherein  yon  viftory-banners  fly, — 
What  pang !  Oh !  Oh  !-The  breeze- Ah !  Hellifh  pine ! 
All  loft  for  ever ! — Oh,  thou  racking  fore ! — 
That  breeze,  KingHAROLD,— it— mindTosTiGM<?»/-- 
It  wafts,  ha !  ha !  ha !  the  Norman  to  yon  fhore 
With  eighty  thoufand  men! — (17) 
Itmg:*  Dead!  Thus  to  die!— 

Hence  with  him  -.—Softly !— Go.— What  more  could  I? 
He  fpurn'd  my  friendfliip  twice  :--Ah,fearful  prophecy!—" 

Our  fheen  prank'd  earls,  our  fceptred  lord  full  thought 

And  woe-foreboding  gloom. 
Slow  follow  Tostig's  corfe  that  it  be  brought 

To  kingly  tomb — 
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'Tis  night.      Now  friend  and  foe  fleep  on  that  ground. 

O'er  thofe  cold  ghaftly  cheeks,  the  moon-beams  play: 

While  lank  wolves  of  the  foreft  howl  around; 

And  greedy  ravens  croak  above  their  prey. 

Who  thought  at  noon,  that,  back  of  fuch  fair  day, 

Night  lower'd  fo  grim! — that  this  could  ever  be. 

As  on  the  funny  green  they  gamed  fo  merrilie! — 


XV. 


n\  %inQ  and  his   d^ounijtL 


^OW  Harold,  fet  on  York's  old  king-ftool,  hears 

His  wifeft  earls  aread.*     They  ftand  around. 

A  hoary  warrior  there  tells  why  he  fears 

That  Normans  foon  will  crofs  our  watery  bound. 

"  But — how?"  fays  Harold  ere  the  fpeech  is  done,— 
"  We  fee  not  here  Earl  Wodennoth  the  Bold?" 

He  came  not  to  the  fight.  King,"  anfwers  one ; 
"  But  fent  inftead  that  young  man,  Erconwold." 

*  Advife. 
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"Young  Erconwold? — Ha!  he,  we  mind,  who  took 
"HARDRADA'sflag.  Go,  bid  him  comc— Well?  More! 
"So,  ween  ye  that  thefe  gales  will  bring  the  Duke  ? 
"He'll  find  it  rather  bleak  on  Humbria's  {bore. 


"But  '■Dex  le  gart'    The  South  is  warm  and  fair. 
"  He  hath  been  waiting  for  enlivening  Spring.* 
"  But  make  all  ready,  Earls.  We'll  meet  him  there;" — 
Childe  Ercon  kneels  before  our  fleering  King: — 


limS^Whence  art  thou,  friend  ? 

Crf»  Near  Halltun  I  was  born. 

llnig*Say,  where  is  Woden  ?    Why  hath  he  not  been? 

Cr(»  It  was  his  mind,  he  faid,  to  come  next  morn ; — 


*  DifFering  from  liiftory,  the  poet  makes  the  battle  occur  in  Spring. 
The  Aftion  of  the  Poem  begins  in  the  Spring  of  one  year ;  and  ends,  we 
find,  in  that  of  the  fecond  following  year.  This  will  appear  evident  as  the 
reader  proceeds. — Ed. 
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i.tlllQf»01d  men's  to-morrows  have  long  nights  between. 
Dun  locks  and  fwarthy?     Com'ft  of  Norman  race? 
Thofe  fiery  eyes  have  fiich  a  Franken  dart. 
(0l*r*But  where  the  Saxon  is  not  in  my  face, 

The  more  he  fways  the  fceptre  in  my  heart ! 
i^UtCJ*  That  likes  us  well ! — Nay,  Earls !  why  laugh  ye  thus  ? — 
May  Heaven  give  England  many  a  fon  like  thee ! 
In  little  while,  friend,  thou  fhalt  hear  from  us ; — 
Shalt  learn  at  home  what  our  high  will  may  be. 
Bid  Woden  make  all  ready  for  our  foes, 
And  wait  beheft.     Go.     Fare  with  God  ! — 
Now,  Earls,  to  Lundenburg  ! " 

Thence  Harold  goes; 
As,  glittering,  viclory-proud,  he  waves  his  kingly  rod. — 


I  2 


XVI. 


nil 4n tun  aftcn  tli^    %nti\t: 


OS 


'T*HE  tidings  are  come  to  Hallentun! — 

Oh,  every  heart  is  fo  fain! 
Away  with  our  fears!  The  battle  is  won! 

Old  England  lives  again! 

How  bright  is  the  day !  How  merry  the  bells ! 

How  proudly  our  ftandard  waves! 
Old  monks  forfake  their  lonely  cells.;, 

Man-hating  men,  their  caves.! 
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Now  Weak  and  Hale,  now  Mean  and  High, 
Now  limping  Old  Age  will  roam; 

For  Ergon  with  his  men  are  nigh, — 
Will  foon  be  in  fight  of  home ! 

From  near  and  far,  on  funny  green. 

All  gather  fo  full  of  glee. 
There  maidens  fair  with  lovers  fheen 

Go,  chattering  merrilie: 

While  others  dance  with  joyful  fpring 
To  the  double  pipe  and  lyre: 

While  harping  gleemen  cheery  fing 
The  death  of  foes  fo  dire ; — 

Tell  how  the  heathen  flag  was  won 
By  neighbour  Erconwold; 

How  poor  good  Widow  Hilda's  fon 
Slew  king  fo  dread  and  bold 


Our  old  men,  while  their  children  play, 

Tell  how  times  were  and  are. 
Their  daughters  dream  of  wedding-day  ; 

Their  fons,  of  glorious  war — 

Glad  ruddy  farmers  with  their  wives 

Sit  round  the  village-inn  : 
While  gleemen  throw  high  balls  and  knives  ; — 

Bear  poles  upon  their  chin. 

A  ikulk  of  friars  wrangle  warm 

On  Tostig's  hate  and  wreak. 
Good  Hilda  leans  on  Sethrid's  arm. 

And  lifts  to  what  they  fpeak. 

One,  fhouting  in  her  deafen'd  ear, 

Tells  all  that  Erc  has  done. 
How  proudly  beats  her  heart  to  hear 

Such  tidings  of  her  fon  ! — 
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Hear  thofe  who  fpurn'd  her  Erconwold  ; 

And  faid,  he'd  never  mend; — 
Hear  all,  before  fo  proud  and  cold. 

Now  claim  him  as  their  friend ! 

Learn  where  to  welcome ; — where  to  figh  ; — 
Where,  flatter  ; — where,  defplfe  : 

How  low  thy  lords  may  fall  !     How  high 
Thine  underlings  may  rife  ! — 

Yon, — at  his  wine-borde  fheen  with  gold. 

Where  gilded  lions  ftand, — 
Is  feated  Wodennoth  the  Bold, 

With  filver  cup  in  hand. 

He  prates  to  Holcroft  named,  "  The  Proud:' 
Whofe  head,  fo  deafen'd,  whirls. 

He'd  rather  walk  among  the  crowd  ; 
Or,  hear  yon  harping  girls. 
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A  facret  with  two  gentle-hawks 

Perch  o'er  a  fleeping  hound. 
Its  keeper,  as  Earl  Woden  talks, 

Makes  cornicinus  found. 

Lord  HoLCROFT  eyes  the  man  with  hate: 

Who,  having  ears,  fhould  think : 
That,  when  our  Earl  begins  to  prate. 

There  is  no  time  to  drink. 

"  Young  Erc,"  he  roars,  '^  was  bolder  than 

•*  The  mod  in  that  poor  fight. 
"  Good  Heaven,  all  know,  hath  made  the  man  ; 

"  But  /  have  made  the  knight .'" — 

Young  ladies  goodly  dight  and  fair, 

Are  at  the  porch  beneath. 
Melitha,*  Bold  Earl's  daughter,  there. 

In  filence,  twines  a  wreath. 

*  Pronounce  Melcetha. 
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She  binds  the  twigs  with  golden  thread 

And  ties  of  fairy  fpell. 
Some  ween,  it  is  for  Ergon's  head ; 

But  that  fhe  will  not  tell : — 

"  Ha!  Hearken! — It  is — They  come!  they  come!'' 
What  fhouting!     What  running  to  meet! 

All  hear  the  marching  and  loud  drum  I  drum! 
Each  would  be  the  firft  to  greet. — 

Now  yon,  fome  lift  Erg  off  the  way; — 

Now  fet  him  in  a  chair 
Bedight  with  flowers  and  cherry-bay ; — 

Now  carry  him  hither  from  there! 

What  waving  kerchiefs  and  happy  leers 
To  greet  the  poor  Widow's  fon  ! — 

Ha !  Now,  with  loud  fky-rending  cheers, 
They  come  to  Hallentun  ! 


Our  Earl  and  wealthy  Holcroft  go 
Among  the  crowd  to  greet. 

There,  while  they  bid  him  welcome,  lo  I 
A  wreath  falls  at  his  feet ! 

Some  take  it  up ; — now  deck  his  brow  : 
While  drums  and  bugles  found. 

Glad  Ercon,  wondering,  fain  would  know 
By  what  kind  hand  'twas  wound. 

They  fet  him  in  the  chair  again ; — 
Leave  banner-dight  Hallentun. 

His  mother  comes,  fo  proud  and  fain. 
To  meet  her  darling  fon. 

She  winds  him  in  her  arms.     Glad  tears 
Flow  down  her  aged  jole  : — 
i^0tl)tr*  "  How  idle  were  my  thoufand  fears  ! — 
"  O  thou,  my  Life  ! — my  Soul ! — 
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"  How  good  is  Heaven  ! — The  heathen  foe 
*' Spared  all  moft  dear  to  me  ! — 

"My  darling  Erc  !    I  dreaded  fo 
"This  day  would  never  be  !  " 

(Bvt*  "Good  mother!   now  thy  cares  fhall  end. 
"Now  let  thy  heart  be  fain ! 
"For  Harold,  our  King,  calls  Ercon  ^ Friend ;- 
"Will  make  me  foon  his  thane  ! 

"Oh,  thou  fhalt  have  fuch  goodly  things! — 
"A  gairifh  houfe  with  land  ! — 

"Buy  filky  kirtles  I — golden  rings 
"To  dight  this  darling  hand  ! 

"Yet  foon  again  I  muft  away 

"If  Normans  tread  our  fhore  ; 

"But,  after  that,  will  be  thy  ftay  ; 
"And  ne'er  forfake  thee  more. 
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"Thy  life  Ihall  thus  fo  happily  end 

"Nor  e'er  know  toil  again  ; 
"For  Harold,  our  king,  is  now  my  friend; 

"And  I  fhall  be  his  thane  !"— 

They  tear  him  from  her  arms  away, 
Thus  leaving  half  unfaid  ; — 
Now  feaft  and  revel.     Sore  I  dread 

That  all  they've  done  for  him  to-day. 
Will  madden  his  young  head. — 
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(BiMjantuald  at  tlii>   Ol^iiHtl^. 


pRC,  feated  near  our  Earl,  tries  oft  to  tell 

What  Harold  faid;  and  how  Hardrada  fell. 

This  is  not  eafy.     Ere  one  part  be  told. 

He's  ftopp'd ; — muft  hear  a  long  long  tale  of  old  : 

For  all  that  is  and  will  be, — all  fo  new. 

When  proved  by  what  hath  been,  is  furely  true. 

Some  good  old  fire  learn'd  more  than  all  can  know  ;- 

Said,  "  This  is  right ;"  it,  therefore,  muft  be  fo. 
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How  many  Earls  of  Hallentun  we  boaft  ! 
What  garden  hath  no  weeds  ?  What  art,  no  hoft 
Of  fuch  as  will  not  let  our  Youth  work  on ; 
Nor  find  a  road  which  they  have  never  gone  ? — 
But  look  at  Erc, — Ha  ! — has  not  ended  yet ! 
Our  Earl  is — Sudden  he  ftarts  : — 
(JJarL  "!r/2/j  Harold  bade? 

"  'Old  men's  to-morrows  have  long  nights  between' 
"Said  Harold  that?  The  boor!  Nowr^^^-jS^-  Chad ! 
"This  fon  of  a  cowherd  !     He  makes  me  fo  mad !" 

He,  ftamping  out  ire,  goes,  muttering,  quick  to  &  fro. — 

His  friend  begins  again  : — 

(0arL  "But  tell  me, — Get  up  ! 

"How  ftood  the  king  of  Norway  ?  So  ? — or,  fo  ?" — 
err/' So,  Earl,— •' 

Cell* !♦       ' '  Unfheathe ! — Stand  out ! — Now  ward  thee,  fon ! — 

"Well  done!     Thenfo?"— 


(BVU  "Ay,  Earl." 

(l^arL  "Strike!— Well!— Well  done! 

"  Then  To  ?-Mind !  /am  the  king  ;-Now  for  it  \—Go  on!  " 

Lo,  fee  how  rafh 
He  ftrikes  at  Erc  ! — 
Stamps  on  the  boards  ! 
Hark,  how  their  fwords, 
Quick  flafhing,  clafh ! 
What  fearful  work ! 
His  fport  is  fo  dread ! 
Is  that  his  play  ? 
In  what  other  way 
Would  he  cleave  a  head  ? 
How  Erc  now  reels  ! 
Our  Earl's  old  fire, 
At  clafh  of  fteels. 
Can  blaze  fo  dire! 
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What  fearful  game ! 
His  tiger  tame 
Now  rages  again ! 
O  dreadful  blows, 
Quick  driving  Ergon  along  the  walls  ! 
Earl  Woden  fees  now  Canute  the  Dane! — 
Now  fights  at  Sherftone  with  thoufand  foes ! 
"Stop!  ftop!"  Erc  calls, — 
.     "  On  !  on  !  Saint  Chad ! 
"  Die,  Danifli  dog!" 
He,  foaming,  bawls  ; — 
"  Stop,  Earl!  Art  mad?" 
Erc  falls, — 
Lies,  feemingly,  as  dead  as  any  log. 

(0arL  "  '  Old  men's  to-morrows  have  long  nights  between!' 
"  See  there!     Aha!     I  ftill  can  break  a  head! — 
"  Am  not  caft  off  yet ! — am  as  I  have  been ! 
"  If  Harold  fpake  it  (which  he  never  did). 
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"  Why  come  and  tell?  They 'd  have  old  Wo  den  dead!— 

"Melitha!  Ho  there!  ho! — This  hero's  new! 

"All  chatter  now  but  o{  our  young  one! — Ho! 

"Melitha!   Ho,  I  fay!" 
Mtl*  (Entering.)  "  Well,  father?     Who— 

"Ah,  what  is  there! — Saints! — Ergon!" 
(0arL  ''  Here,  girl!  Stay! 

"  The  carle  hath  fwoon'd.  Bring  water.  Quick!  Away!" 

The  lady  goes. — Now  Ergon  opes  his  eyes; — 
Looks  wildly  round  : — 
€arL  "  Ha,  friend?"— 

d^rn  "  I  cannot  rife." 

d^arl*  *'  'Twas  done  to  teach  thee ; — not,  thou  know'ft,  in  hate. 
"  Thou  foughteft  well, — right  well." 
(BXU  ■  "  Ah !— O  my  head ! " 

(i^aii*  "  I  had  a  rage  to-day  for  clafhing  fteel. 

"  Bide  there  awhile.     Thou  haft  a  bleeding  pate, — 

K  2 
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*'  A  fcratch — a  little  gap.      It  foon  will  heal ; — 
"  Ha  !  HoLCROFT  calls  !     I  muft  go  !     'Tis  late!" 

Earl  Woden,  hurrying  thence,  leaves  Erg  upon  the  floor. — 

Small  white  hands  ope  the  door. — 
The  lady  with  her  maid  are  near  him  now  ; — 
Kneel ; — leaning  o'er  him,  bathe  his  bleeding  brow. 
She,  gazing,  fmiles  ;  but  ofter,  pitying,  fighs  ; — 
Now  gives  him  wine  ; — would  know  what  caufed  the  fray. 
Erg  anfwers  nought ;  but  ftares  with  wondering  eyes  ; — 
Looks  on  that  face  as  though  he'd  look  for  aye. 
But  what  our  hero  think,  is  more  than  I  can  fay. — 


XVIII. 


^r^oniuoli  at  hamit,  t([lh  uilnit  bijihli^d 


{QlX,  'VTAY,  heed  not  ihat  wound.  Mother  dear  ! 
There's  none.     My  breaft — 
The  wound — Heigh-ho  !  'Tis  here  !  'tis  here  ! — 

How  fair ! — And  her  eyes ! — Blue,gleaming  bright ! — 

How  kind  they  fmiled  ! — 
So  full  of  love  ! — of  heavenly  light ! 
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Her  bofom  ! — Oh,  fo  lily-fair  ! — 

It  lean'd  o'er  mine  ! 
Her  look  ! — What  pitying  love  was  there  ! 

She,  kneeling,  figh'd  "  Poor  Erconwold  !" 

And  her  fondling  locks  ! — 
My  dark  ones  twined  with  thofe  of  gold  ! 

Oh  !     While  that  dear  hand  bathed  my  cheek, 

She  bade  me  tell — 
I  know  not ! — Ah  !  I  could  not  fpeak ! 

I  lay  as  one  'mid  fairy  ground ; — 

Heard  in  each  word 
But  heavenly  fweet  enchanting  found  ! 

That  found  ! — Oh,  yet  'tis  everywhere  ! — 
Ah  !   Flitting  fo  lightly. 
She  left  me  there  ! 


iW0tT)tl%  Like  go  with  like  !  A  higher  one 

Now  woos  the  queen  of  Hallentun  : 
The  proud  Earl — 
(Bit*  What !   Birth  makes  us  high  ? 

Have  kings  made  man  ? 
What  is  old  Holcroft  more  than  I? — 

But  hence !  Ah,  here  I  cannot  reft ! 

Old  Age  chills  all  :— 
Thou  wilt  not  calm  this  anxious  breaft ! — 

High  birth  could  win  ?  Proud  Holcroft  might ; 

Though,  as  our  Earl, 
He  ftay'd  at  home  and  fhunn'd  the  fight. 
My  fceptre's  here  ! — this,  at  my  fide  ! 
i^Otf^r*  Nay,  boaft  not  thus.     'Tis  wrong,  my  Ton. 
Our  Earl  could  fhow  not  greater  pride 
In  all  the  rank  that  he  hath  won. 
Than  Erc  now  fhows  in  having  none. 
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(Bvt*  ATi  !  Fare  thee  well !  I'll  to  the  wood  !— 
My  Sword  !  Thou  haft  another  creed. 
T/iy  great  ones  are  the  Great  by  Deed  : — 
Which  ftain  here  is  of  kingly  blood  ? — 

Thy  lord  is  one 
Who  knows  no  rank  but  that  of  Good  ! 


\_Exit. 


XIX. 


Whit  (8ni0iTuioI(l  rwiufi  to  ltimH(}l| 
uilttlij  mitf)in0  in  llq   dEooi 


IJ  EIGH-HO !  Shame,  Erc  !  How  childifh  thou  art  grown! 
What  fweet  gloom  makes  thee  wander  thus  alone? 
And  feek  no  more  that  toil'd  for  moft? — 

That  loved  the  beft?— 
Nor  heed  if  all  be  won  or  loft? — 
No-where  at  reft! — 
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Fame  was  fo  dear !     I  tower'd  fo  high  of  late ; — 
Loved  but  the  pomp  of  war,  the  lofty  Great; 
And  her— My  Mother! — Ah,  fo  good! 

Now  all  is  nought! 
Now  feek  I  but  the  lonefome  wood, 
Full  pining  thought! — 

And  yet  can  tell  not — Heigh-ho! — whence  all  came! 
What  elf  hath  made  the  wild-foul'd  Erc  fo  tame? 
Thefe  endlefs  fighs, — this  brow  fo  hot, — 

This  anxious  breaft 
Aye  yearning  for — I  know  not,  what! 
Ne'er  let  me  reft. — 

Yet  'tis  not  forrow !  Nay !  Nor  grief  nor  care 
Could  pine  me  thus.  'Tis  far  more  fweet  to  bear! — 
So  fweet!     It  weans  from  all  of  yore! 

For  thence  I  roam. 
Glad  fong  and  harp  can  cheer  no  more, 
Nor  friends  nor  home! — 
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But  all  I  yearn  for, — all,  unwitting,  fear, 
Could  one — Ah,  ftilll — What  fluttering  heart  is  here! — 
'Thou  dar'ft  to  love  that  high-born  fair? 

It  cannot  be! 
Still,  then!  Thou  haft  no  grief  or  care; — 
Ah,  forrow's  me! 

Oft  have  I  heard  of  love.     It  comes  not  fo; 
For  'tis,  our  gleemen  fay.  Heaven's  blifs  below. 
And  fhe — O,  Erc!  Love  that  high  one? 

Art  mad  and  blind? 
It  is  a  fpell ! — fome  ill  craft,  done 
To  gloom  thy  mind! — 

She  was  not  proud; — fo  pitying  kind! — Why,  then, —  ? 
But  if  I  went? — I'll  look  at  her  again! — 
Ha!  Show  our  Earl  my  creft? — 
Which  he  hath  never  feen? — 

Away!     'Tis  beft! 
But  one  more  gaze  at  Halltun's  queen! 

Then,  Erc,  thou'lt  reft!  \_Exit. 


XX. 


@iiil   ^}U\V^    §'ii\i\^\\. 


''TpIS  now  when  Earth  appears  in  youthful  pride ;  — 

As  fair  young  queen  bedight  with  rofy  pall. 

'Tis  now  when  Earth  is  Heaven's  endearing  bride ; — 

Cheers  drooping  hope  ; — breathes  meekening  love  in  all 

When  old  hearts  feel  fome  fire  of  by-gone  day  ; 

And  dream  that  Youth  is  yet  not  flown  away  : 

When  young  ones  bliffful  beat; — find  Heaven  on  earth ;- 

Ween  all  the  world  full  fong  of  love  and  mirth : — 

Hail,  gladdening  Month  !    Sweet  May  ! — 


'Tis  calm  foft  Twilight's  hour.     The  gentle  breeze 
Steals  o'er  yon  garden  full  of  blooming  trees ; — 
Sighs,  whifpering  faintly,  through  the  ruftling  leaves. 
There  lulling  buzz  of  diftant  ftream  is  heard  ; — 
Ha  !  now  the  warbling  of  the  plaintive  bird  ; — 
Now,  hum  of  beetles  ; — now  far  vefper-bell ; — 
Now  bleat  of  tender  lamb  in  neighbouring  dell. 
It  is  the  hour  of  thought.      It  is  the  hour 
When  lovers'  vows  fteal  through  the  fragrant  air ; 
And  all,  at  coming  Night,  feems  awed  to  prayer. 
The  lady  of  our  fong  whiles  in  her  bower  ; — 
With  harp  held  down,  ftill,  thoughtful,  lingers  there  ; — 
Sees  how  the  fetting  fun  gilds  o'er  yon  ruin'd  tower: — 

J^fL  "  Before  yon  fun  go  thirty  times  fo  down, 

"  I  muft  become  that  hated  Holcroft's  wife  ; 
"  Or,  bear  for  aye  my  cruel  father's  frown. 
"  Ah,  Mother!  Since  thy  death,  how  drear  is  life! — 
'^  Cold  Holcroft!  O,  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  thine!" — 
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The  lady  weeps. 

See!  Erc,  all  love  and  fear, 
Is  gazing  there  as  on  fome  holy  fhrlne. 
He  dreads  to  come  more  near. — 


Startled,  fhe  turns  to  hide  her  tearful  eye. — 

Bold  Ercon  kneels; — would  afk — He  can  but  figh;— 

Now  takes  that  little  hand  half  drawn  away ; — 

There,  in  one  kifs,  fays  all  he  yearns  to  fay. 

But  fhe  would  chide.    The  chiding  ends  in  fighs  ;— 

In  long  kind  loving  gaze  at  kneeling  Ergon's  eyes  :- 

J¥lri,  Thou  art  come  foon  again !  Thy  wound  Is  worfe  ? — 
Wilt  ever  have  me  for  thy  little  nurfe  ? — 
Earl  WoDENNOTH  and  Holcroft  are  away. 
If  any  told  them, — Oh  !  What  would  they  fay ! — 
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Ha,  little  Mars  !   I  ihould — ay,  will  too  chide  ; 

For  LiTHA  muft  be  foon  Earl  Holcroft's  bride; — 
(BtU  Oh  !  then— Loft  !  loft  ! 
Mth  Loft  r— What? 

err.  Oh !  Oh ! 

iilel  He  loves  !— 

(Qxt*  Steel  never  wounded  To ! 

That  e'er  I  look'd  on  thee !  But  yeftermorn. 
Was  Ercon  bleft  ! — 

Jlflrl*  How  foon  art  thou  hopelorn  ! — 

So  turn  away  from  me  ? — So  hang  thy  head  ?. — 
I  muji  love  Holcroft; — it,  at  leaft,  is /aid; — 
Was  that  unheard? — Shall  Litha  tell  thee  more? — 
Why,  Erc  has  never  thought  on  love  before ; —  . 
Has  never  feen  me  ; — never,  figh'd  ere  now : 
While  I — Who  twined  a  wreath  todight  this  brow? 
dX  What! 'Twas  from  M^f/'—OHeaven!  Known  but  to-day! 
What  gem  was  mine ! — now  found  to  lofe  for  aye  ! 


0i(h  I  ought  to  love  him,  father  fays :  he's  good. 
It  hkes  me  more  to  fay :  I  muj}  than  would. 

(BXU  Mufi  love  him? — Never  his,  then! — Blefled  word! — 
By  heavens,  O  never ! — never,  by  my  fword  ! 
That  one,  one^  fpeech  can  make  or  mar  our  reft ! 
Ha  !  What  a  world  of  woe  falls  from  my  breaft  ! 
And  mine  art  thou?  And  me  canft  love? — Oh,  blifs! — 
What !  My  Melitha  ?  Angel-hope  were  this  ! 
Say  but,  "^  Dear  Erg  I"  Who  can  be  mightier  then  ? — 
Who  fteal  my  Love,  my  Life  of  life,  again  ? — 
But  idle  afking  !  That  blue  gem  ! — That  gaze  ! — 
They  tell  me  Tes  againft  a  million  Nays! 
O  Deareft  !  O  my  Life !  While  loving  thus. 
What  world  of  Holcrofts  e'er  can  funder  us  ! 

iHfL  Why,  little  prattler !  Words  flow  fweetly  now. 
Where  was  all  this  as  late  I  bathed  thy  brow  ? 

(0rr»  In  loving  thee,  I  break  the  worldly  link 

That  bound  me  down  ; — feel  now  what  angels  think  ! 
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Ere,  like  a  worm,  I  wallow'd  on  the  fod ; — 
Saw  Md"*?,  and  lo!  the  cherub  faw  his  God!  (8) 
What  blifs  is  love  !  Can  angels  joy  in  more  ? 
What  ill  elf  would  not  let  us  meet  before  ? 
I  came — how  often !   T!hou.  wert  aye  fo  near  ? 
Yet  aye  fo  far  ? — O  thou  than  worlds  more  dear  ! 
I  wander'd  hence ! — could  leave  my  land  to  roam — 
Leave  all  I  yearn'd  to  love  fo  near  my  home  ! 
Ha !  Thou  wert  fault,  thou  darling  one,  of  this  : 
Who  didft  not  come,  and  bring  me  fo  much  blifs  ! " 
;J¥ld*Heart-ftealer !   Teach  cold  Holcroft  how  to  woo ; — 
And  yet — Teach  not ;  for  then  I'd  love  him  too  ! — 
So,  lofe  my  Erc  !  How  eafy  it  would  be 
To  wed  this  eve  if  he  were  aught  like  thee  ! 
(25rr«  Give  me  that  little  ftraying  lock  of  hair. 

Thou  wilt  not  need  it :  thou  wilt  bide  as  fair ; 
But  I  fhall  take  a  greater  conqueft  home 
Than  ever  mighty  Caefar  did  to  Rome  ! 


MtL  What  pretty  flatterer  !— Ha!  Who  rings  (o  the  bell  ? 
My  maid  may  tell — Alas  !  How  foon  farewell ! 
But,  if  thou  love  fo,  come  another  day  ;  — 
Tell  father  all.     He'll  be  four  nights  away ! — 
A  long  long  lonefome  time  to  wait  to  know 
What  makes  my  whole  life's  blifs,  or  whole  life's  woe!— 
Ha  !  Do  not! — Steal  my  locks  !  Dear  little  thief! — 
Who  calls  fo  again  ? 

(i!5rr»  Oh  !  How  more  lief 

Than  Harold's  might  art  thou,  my  little  Curl  ! — 
How  dearer  than  the  rank  of  thane  or  earl ! 

;JHfL  Who  rings  fo  the  bell  ?    Farewell,  farewell,  muft  be  ! 

(Qtt*  What!  Leave  me? — Nay!  My  heart  is  aye  with  thee! 
Thy  love's  mine  only  world — my  world  of  blifs  : 
In  that  I  live,  nor  reck  aught  more  of  this !  — 

Mtl  O  Erc  !— 

(j5rc»  But  one — one  more — another  kifs  ! — 

\_Exeu^t. 

L   2 


XXI. 


d5n[aitujal(rji   lantit. 


M0ti)n\  J4IE,  ope  the  door.     Who  come  ?— 
Some  bandfmen  ? — Lo,  'tis  they  ! 
They've  been  here  thrice  to-day. 
Would  Heaven  he  were  at  home ! — 

Not  here  .^    No-where  to  find  ! 

As  lief  I'd  fly  to  catch  the  roving  wind. 

He  heeds  now  not  a  whit  his  work  and  men. 
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Tell  wondrous  things  :  they  fay, 

"  Genius  or  mad,  he'll  furely  be  Tome  day :" 

Which  means,  methinks,  that  he  will  be  -xfool. 

'Tis  likely ;  for  they  tell : — 

He  wanders  through  the  wood, 

Loud  prating  with  himfelf  in  gloomy  mood ; — 

Sits  on  the  rocks ;  or  lies  down  in  the  dell. 

Some  often  hear  him  call, 

*'  O  darling!  O  my  fair!" 

But  whifper.  Mother: — Ay!  He's  ever  there! — 

Woos  lady  Lith  !— 'Tis  true  I— her  at  the  hall ! — 

Now  further  !  Come,  men  ;  come. 
We'll  feek  him  : — Fare  ye  well. — 
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iW0tf)en  Ah,  footh,  'tis  pine  to  tell ! 
He's  never  now  at  home. 

Old  friends  be  now  unknown. 
He  loves  but  that  proud  one. 
All  thought  for  us  is  gone : — 
He  cares  not  for  his  own ! — 

Forgets  fo  foon  his  vow ; — 
What  I  fhould  live  to  fee ; — 
What  I  fhould  have  and  be  : — 
He'll  never  heed  us  now  ! — 

Can  nought  but  mufe  and  figh  ; — 
Ah,  Sethrid  !   Helplefs  one  ! 
Thou,  when  poor  mother's  gone. 
Wilt  pine  and  die  ! — 


XXII. 


dull  (^iu\h  (Saiii^n:  as  it  h  at  ^oo\i 


30 ; 


i^th  I'LL  chide  him  well!     He's  far  beyond  the  hour. 

I've  waited  o'er  nine  minutes  in  my  bower ; — 

Why  ruftled  the  trees  fo? — It  blew  not? — Where — ? 

Ha!  Ercon  ! — 
dJrC  Darling ! — 

J^^I.  Thou  wert  hiding  there  ? 

I'll  pull  thefe  locks, — I  will: — So  watching  me! 

To  hear  of  all  my  longing  after  thee  ! — 
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And  fhake  the  leaves  fo  ! — Haft  thou  never  read : 
When  trees  in  calm  air  move^  then /peak  the  dead? 
Sooth,  I  could  kill  thee  ! — and  I'd  do  fo  fain, — 
If  loving  more  could  make  alive  again ! 

(^Vt*  Oh,  'tis  not  idle  dream  that  gives  me  thee ! 
'Tis  life,  'tis  breathing  life,  I  hold  and  fee ! 
For,  when  away,  I  gaze  on  all  as  now ; — 
Gaze  on  thofe  eyes, — thefe locks, — thisethel*  brow! — 
Hear  but  thy  words,  bewitching  laugh,  and  figh : 
Thus  we,  my  own  fweet  Love !  are  ever  nigh. 

i^^L  I'd  fain  believe,  I  am  fo  dear  to  thee: — 
Ah  !  Once  a  kind  old  lady  faid  to  me : — 
"  Beware  of  men!     Their  words,  aye  honey-fweet, 
"  Flow  light  for  all ; — for  every  one  they  meet." 
That  were  fo  fad!     I  Jiope,  it  prove  untrue ; 
For,  elfe,  indeed,  thou'dft  make  me  forely  rue ! 
And  others  fay  :   "  Love  is  fo  eafily  crofTd." 
What  pity,  then,  that  hearts  fo  foon  be  loft! 
*  Noble.     (Anglo-Saxon,  ^^elc.) 
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<0rr.  Thou,  all-beftowing  Heaven,  wilt  fufFer  none 

To  fever  twain  born  To  to  live  as  one! 

Nay!  if  'twere  -not,  my  foul's  dear  hope  would  die  ; 

And  life  become  one  long,  fad,  moanful  figh! 

Thine  Erc  has  none  but  thee  to  live  for  now. 

Friends,  England,  kinfmen,  mother, — all  art  thou! 

Thefe  are  forfook,  who  were  of  late  fo  dear. 

At  home, —  I  live  not  there:  my  heart  is  here. 

Yet  thou  muft  keep  it:  for  king  Harold's  reign, 

I  would  not  have  thee  give  it  back  again. 

When  aught  betides  to  mar  my  dream  of  thee, 

'Tis  but  to  make  it  foon  more  fweet  to  me ; 

For  all  fo  fair — See!  That  high  glorious  fun 

Would,  dazzling,  blind  if  ever  gazed  upon ; — 
jmtL  Yon  livening  green,  become  old  ugly  gray ; 

And  I,  not  be  to-morrow  as  to-day. 

Is  that  it,  Erc? — Ha,  caught!     Ye  flattering  men! 

Your  firft  vow  binds  ;   your  fecond  frees  again. 


Ye  muft  have  dreadful  things  to  tell  our  prieft. 
When  wert  at  mafs  ? — Not  for  a  month  at  leaft  ; 
For,  lately,  there — I  will  not  tell  thee  left 
Thou  think  I  faw  one  more  than  all  the  reft. 
So  goodly  clad  to-day!   So  glittering  dight! 
What  fibula! — This  girdle — Oh,  how  bright! — 
Methinks,  I  too  could  make  thee  one  like  this  : — 
Ha!  There,  out-ftiining  all,  thy  foul's  gem  is! — 
But  tell  me,  what  does  thy  fond  mother  fay 
Of  Litha's  winning  fo  thy  love  away  ? 
Keep  yet  a  little  for  that  tender  one 
That  I  grow  dear  to  her.      Then  both  are  won! 
Let  not  old  love,  at  fight  of  new,  take  wing : 
My  foul  be  knit  with  thine  in  every  thing! 
I'll  foon  go  fee  her ; — Why  fo  turn  away  ? — 
I'll  find  your  home ; — come,  unaware,  fome  day. 
Thus,  I  fiiall  have  with  Erc  a  mother  too. 
She'll  watch  o'er  me  as  mine  was  wont  to  do! — 
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What  cloud  again!     How  fuddenly  thou'rt  fad! — 
Here,  take  my  harp : — Nay,  come ;  I'll  have  thee  glad. 

(Bvt*  My  heart's  dear  joyHng!     Glad'^  No  human  woe 
Could  make  me,  holding  thee,  to  look  not  fo ! 
A  wicked  Elf  of  Thought  with  fable  wings, 
Would  gloom  my  love  by  whifpering  rueful  things; — 
*Tis  flown  away  !     Come  'neath  that  fhady  tree. — 
Sit  here. — Thy  harp  fhall  tell  my  blifs  to  thee ; — 
By  that  hand  play'd! — O,  Chords,  how  bleft  are  ye! 
J^eU  Go,  buzzing  flies! — Now,  Stamford's  Hero!     Play! 

<BXU  Ah,  well !   Now  hear  thy  baby's  lay : — 

Can  ye  tell  us,  learned  Sages, 
What  can  make  but  years  of  ages  ? — 
Knows  nor  time,  nor  fpace,  nor  bound? — 
Wings  the  dull  flow  Day  and  Morrow? — 
Gives  new  hope,  and  fweetens  forrow. 
Making  Earth  to  fairy-ground? — 
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Angels  call  it,  "  Blifs  of  Heaven  ;" 
Souls  unbodied,  "  Sin  forgiven;" 
Here,  on  Earth,  men  name  it,  "  Love ;" 
Fiends,  e'er  hating,  "  Hell's  worft  Paining  :"  (9) 
'Tis  the  Might  o'er  all  things  reigning, — 
God  below,  and  God  above ! 

Hence  it  is,  the  foul,  high  foaring. 
Leaves  on  Earth  its  clayey  mooring ; — 
Hence,  all  Nature  greens  and  blows;  — 
Hope  points  up  to  brighter  fkies  ; — 
Moons  with  planets  harmonife ; — 
Summer  comes  ;  and  Winter  goes. 

Wherefore,  while  her  vows  fo  blefs  me, — 
While  thofe  little  hands  carefs  me, — 
Say,  ye  Wifeft  of  the  Wife  : 
How  can  I,  nor  learn'd  nor  gifted, 
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With  her  fmile,  be  thus  up-lifted 
Far  above  your  paradife  ? — 

Love  can  whifper,  learned  Sages, 
Truths  ye'd  find  in  mufty  pages ; — 
Tell  a  child  what  ye'd  be  told. 
But  full  oft  ye  like  nought  better 
Than  your  cheerlefs  deadening  letter ; — 
Like  your  gilding  more  than  gold. 

;^tl*  Thou  handleft  well  my  harp.     All  that  may  be, 
Dear  little  Sage  in  Love's  Philofophy ! 
Yet  many  think,  true  love  has  never  been  ; 
And  is  what  moony  poets  only  ween. 

d^VU  Do  they,  my  Life  ?  They  call  this,  Silly  Prate. 
Such  cannot  love  ;  or,  rather  love  to  hate. 
The  dead  feel  nought.    As  thefe,  fo  blind  and  weak. 
Can  never  know  what  angels  think  or  fpeak 
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(To  whom  a  fpeech  unkent  of  man  is  given) ; 

So  know  they  not  our  language  and  our  heaven. — 
::flltL  Look,  how  yon  tender  Redbreaft  hops  along ! — 

It  comes  fo  near  ; — 'twould  liften  to  thy  fong. — 

Yet — Heigh-ho,  Erc  ! — See  this.   How  lightly  wove ! 
<Bvt.  That  filk  ? 
0itl*  How  eafily  torn  !  We  call  it,  Love  ! 

What  would'ft  thou  fay,  if  I  were  doom'd  to  leave  thee  ? — 

To  wed  fome  other  ? — Ah  !  Nought  yet  is  known  ! — 

What,  Deareft,  fay, — if  death  or  ill  bereave  thee 

Of  one  fo  all  thine  own  ? 
CrC*  Up-hold  us,  Heaven  !  What  gloomy  boding's  this ! 

Let  no  dark  weening  cloud  fuch  day  of  blifs  ! 

All  mufi  go  well  with  us  ! 
^t\*  Ah,  thoughts  will  rife  ! 

(^Xt,  Shut  out  thefe  adders  from  our  paradife  ; — 
£i[t\*  What  ruftled  then  ? — So  little  makes  me  fear ! — 

We'll  leave  this  feat ; — My  maids  can  eye  us  liere  ; — 


(Bvt*  What  fees  my  Love  ? — 
i'BtL  Methought,  I  fliw  her  there ; — 

They  Hke  fo  much  to  tell — to  peep  and  ftare  ; — 

Come  to  the  bower.     'Tis  fhady  yon 

'Tis  better  here  : — Sit  down  : — That  ftool  is  thine. — 
iBvt*  How  fweetly  here  the  honey-fuckles  twine ! 

What  blooming  rofe  !  I'll  fet  it  in  thy  hair : — 
i^el.  Pull  not  my  locks  fo  ! — Oh  ! — Ah,  this  poor  brow  ! — 

Not  yet  all  heal'd.? — Shall  Litha  bathe  it  now.? 
(Bvt*  Hold  there  that  darling  hand.     All  was  to  be. 

What  bleffed  wound  that  made  thee  known  to  me ! 
0[th  But— Oh,  that  bee!— 'Tis  flown;— there,  in  fweet  rofe; — 

Look, — fteals  the  honey ; — Ha !  now,  humming,  goes. 

It  cares  not  for  the  flower,  ungrateful  thing  ! — 

But — I  would  aflc — Ha!  What  faid  Harold, king? 
(Bvt*  He  was  well  pleafed.     He'll  need  us  foon  again ; 

And  fend  ere  long  from — 
iHel.  Nay  !  Wilt  leave  me  then  ? 
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(BVU  Alas !  I  muft,  if— 
iifld*  Heaven  !  If  thou  wert  flain  ! 

What  dreadful — Oh,  this  war !    What  can  men  gain 
By  flaying  thus  each  other  ?  Oft  I'd  know, 
But  ne'er  could  learn  yet,  why  it  fhould  be  fo. 
For  thou  canft  tell  not  in  the  raging  ftrife, 
Who  has  his  Love  at  home  ;  who,  child  and  wife; — 
Ken  not  the  Good  and  Kind,  the  High  and  Great : 
And  thefe  thou,  furely,  ne'er  wilt  wound  or  hate  ? 
But,  Oh  !  whatever  kingdoms  Harold  won, 
I'd  not  lofe  thee  for  them  and  Hallentun ! 

(Bvt*  Thou  darling  !  I  could  weep,  o'er-glad  at  this, — 

Full  praife  to  Heaven  for  fo  much  love  and  blifs  ! — 

Why  lade  our  hearts  with  care  for  time  to  be  ? 

While  thy  love  fail  not,  all  is  light  to  me. 

Black  Elves  of  Bane,  e'er  hovering  o'er  Life's  dell, 

Drop  moft  where  Peace  and  Happinefs  would  dwell. 

It  is  their  glee  to  turn  delight  to  woes. 

But  fear  them  not :   Love  dares  a  world  of  foes. 


ilflcL  If  father  anfwer'd,  Nay, — 
(01%  It  cannot  be  ! 

Yet  vow  to  Heaven  to  marry  none  but  me ; 
For,  while  our  hearts  be  knit  together  thus. 
Not  all  the  world  can  ever  funder  us. 
JtteL  I  vow  this.  Holy  Saints  ! — But  nay, — By  thee  ! 

For  nought  is  dearer, — nought  fo  high  to  me! 

iBvt*  Oh,  blefs  thee  ! — blefsthee!  Love-bond,  given  as  this, 

Muft  ever  bind  ; — now  feal'd  with  one  Tweet  kifs  : — 

;^tl*  Have  done !— Thy  rofe  falls ;— Teafer!  Heigh-ho,  heigh ! 

^Vt*  Lo,  here's  a  moth.     'Twould  fret  thy  filky  frill ; — 

£^th  As  Care,  the  heart ! 

(BtU  Why  does  my  darling  figh  ? 

Jlflel*  Haft  {lain  it,  warrior  ?  How  thou  lik'ft  to  kill ! — 

What  clatter  of  horfes  ? — Ha  ! — Yon  two — So  nigh ! 
a^Vt*  Our  Earl  and  Wilfrid  there  ? 
mtl  O  fly ! 
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How  leave  fo  my  darling !  Come  quickly  again  ! 
Then  tell  all  to  father, — tell  all,  we'd  fo  fain  ; 
And— But  hie,my  fweet  Love!~Near  the  porch  now!-- Away ! 
Oh,  what  could  have  made  him  fo  hurry  to-day  ? — 
Quick  hafte  through  the  gate  that  no  one  may  meet! 
Fare  well ! — Ah,  Heart !  Why  fo  fluttering  beat  ? — 
Let  no  long  tarrying  make  me  mourn ! 

Fare  well ! [Exit, 

(BtC*  Is  gone  ! — Now  all  forlorn  ! 

What  blifsflil  day  !   Would  Heaven  'twere  morn  ! — 

[Exit. 


XXIII. 


(lir^oniuold   at   §01114 


iflCltf)n%ART  thou  afleep?— Erc! 

a^rc.  Well? 

ilflOtJKl%  One  comes  to  know — 

Crr*  More  weary  talk!  Heigh-ho!  What  will  he  there? 
Some  prating  bandfman — Let  him  go! 
ilflOtf)fl%  He's  from  our  Earl, — 

Crr*  Ha!  from — Where  is  he,  then?  Where? 

With  news  of  my  Love! — Quick,  man!  What 

tidings?     Speak! 
Ne'er  mind  the  old  dog !     He'll  bite  not ! 
na^^r^..*  r-  He  can  bark — 

(BVU  Come !  come ! 
^fclfnut*  I  wold  na  meet  him  in  the  dark; — 

iBOtf)n%  Get  out,  dog !     Out !— - 
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(QVU  What  now,  man?  Speak! 

^C3faut/Earl  Woden  bade  me  hurry  hither  to  fay: — 
He  wes  at  Lega-Cefter; — came  but  now; — 
Will  leave  for  Haftings  foon, — ay,  mon,  to-day. 
All  Englond  bith  aroufed  to  war  agen! 
Duke  William  come  with  eighty  thoufand  men! 
(Bvt*  What  curfed  hap  !  The  Northmen  fcarce  away ! 
^tflftint*  He  bids  ye  make  all  ready  to  be  gone ; — 
Set  all  in  gear  to  gong  this  afternoon; 
For  Englond,  quoth  he,  needs  now  every  one. 
(Bvt*  Unwelcome  tidings!  Leave  my  Love  fo  foon! 
But  anfwer,  that  I'll —  Greet  our  Earl, — 'Tis  well, — 
I'll  haften  to  him ;-- Wait,  man!  He  faid  nought  more? 
^eafant*  I  mind  nought, — 

(BVU  Nought  of  other — Wilt  not  tell  ? 

Is  HoLCROFT  come? 
|3ftlfant*  Nay:  he  bith  gone  before — 

(0r^To  Lunden? 
^^afant*  Nay:  to  Haftings  ye  ftiall  fare; — 

Crr*  Art  fure  of  that  ? 
^Btafant*  I  heard;  but  whit  not,  where; — 

(Bvt*  The  Normans  take  him !  Go.  I'll  foon  be  there. — 


XXIV. 


fn  ©ur  Carrs  (garlien* 


te^Ji  Itim  asi% 

♦  Q    SHUN  that  all-bewitching  eye!    O  flee! 
Leave  her  while  yet  the  kindling  fire  may  fmother. 
She  might  bring  happinefs,  if  born  for  thee ; 
But  woe,  ne'er-ending  woe,  if  for  another  ! 
Up-lifted  high  with  hope  that  nought  can  fever 
Two  hearts  fo  knit  to  beat  as  one  for  ever. 
Thou,  all-o'er-daring,  gazefl:  in  her  eyes ; 
And,  neftling  as  thine  own  the  darling  dove. 
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Wilt  never  dream  that  aught  can  blight  fuch  love; — 
That  aught  can  wafte  fo  dear  a  paradife  ! 
Q5Vt*  With  forrow-dew,  thy  wrinkled  cheek  is  wet. 
Haft  thou  in  youth,  old  man,  fo  blifsful  loved; 
And  ftill  can  ft  not  forget? — 

VMil*  Oh,  happy  dream! — Ah!  Thou  may'ft  foon  awaken, 
And  find  around  but  darknefs  and  defpair; — 
Go,  wandering  o'er  the  wafte  of  life,  forfaken. 
In  fearch  of  one  aye  thine;  but  never  there! 
Love's  fire  will  burn  then  like  a  funeral-pile; — 
The  dove,  become  an  adder  in  thy  breaft; 
Yet  ftill  be  fondled,  ftill  as  dove  carefl^'d! 
And  then,  O  heed — 
(BVt*  Away !     Thy  fwarthy  mood 

Makes  all  the  world  as  black  as  is  thy  hood! — 
Angels  to  fiends!     It  cannot — ne'er  can  be! 
She  loves  me,  monk! — ftie  loves  me!  Canft  not  fee? 

WiBiU  But,  if  ne'er  thine,  what  would'ft— 
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(Bit*  What  would  I  fay ! 

What  would  I  fay  if  God  now  fhatter  d  all  ? — 
Now  dafh'd  to  dull  and  atoms  Earth's  great  ball; — 
Brake  down  the  world ; — let  moons  give  up  their  race ; — 
Suns  drop,  and  blazing  fly  through  boundlefs  fpace: 
While  lightning  flafh'd,  deep  thunder  crafh'd, 
And  ftar  with  ftar  and  planet  clafh'd, 
Grim  corfes  whirling!  What — If  all,  thus  warring 

And  ever  jarring. 
Through  deathful  endlefs  fpace,  flew  on  for  aye! — 
What  would  I  fay?  Tut!  tut!  Thou  mak'fl:  me  mad! 


^^Mh  Is  gone! — fo  wild,  indeed! — Ah,  Youth,  how  fad! 
Thou  wilt  not  flee,  y/htn //low^j  the  Bad! — 

\_ExiL 


XXV. 

©uij  llauuf)   Utaiui   |3rojjcfnil,  and 
6ur^  ©Id  IRait's   ginfiiuej\ 


r^UR  Earl  is  feated. — Ergon  comes  to  tell, — 
That  all  are  ready  now,  and  would  be  gone; — 
To  crave  a  weighty  boon; — then  take  farewell 
Of  her,  his  darling  one. 

Our  Earl  is  ftill:  in  whom  Snake  Envy  lurks; — 
The  loathing  all  men  have,  and  none  will  own. 
His  heart  is  with  the  fiend  that  hidden  works 
And  hates  fo  being  known. 
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Lift !  now  our  hero  tells  his  love-tale  o'er, — 
How  boldly  he  hath  won  the  high-born  fair, — 
Our  Earl  ftarts  up!  He'd  ftart,  I  ween,  not  more 
Were  twenty  demons  there! 

(0arL  Why,~why,~what  fay'ft  thou?  What!  My  daughter?  Mine? 
My  daughter,  f/iou  wilt  wed?  Why,  what — Saint  Chad! 
The  peafe  are  o'er  the  flicks !  What — Out  of  my  fight ! 
Thou  wafterel,*  thou!     Art  mad? 
(0rr*  By  Heavens !  for  this — But,  Ah!  Thou'rt  old  and  gray, — 
Art  her  dear  father; — Down,  my  Sword!  Woe!  Woe! 
Mind,  Earl, — 'To-morrow  is  another  day!  (lo) 
O,  thou  fhalt  rue  for  having  fpurn'd  me  fo! 
A  wafterell     Ah!  Had  any  faid  that  word, — 
But,  hence  to  Haftings!  There — Out!  Brook  all  this? — 
Down!  O,  I  will  not, — will  not!    Down,  my  Sword' 
We  yet  are  one,  and  nought  can  funder  us! 
Now,  Harold!  Now  for  love  and  hate!  Away! 
*  Walle,  retlife,  of  fociety. 
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That  word  hath  roufed  my  foul  to  gain  a  world! 

To  make  our  mighty  Earl  unfay 

And  rue  that  he  hath  faid  to-day !  [Exit. 

(0cirL  Blefs  us  all!  He's  gone, —  Ha?  Young  crazy- head! 

The  world's  turn'd  mountebank !  My  daughter  ?  Mine? 

Saint  Chad  be  with  us!  What?  The  daring  fcout! 

"Old  men's  to-morr — "  This  comes  of  doing  good! 

I  thought,  'twas  wrong  at  home  ;~But  how—St-  Chad  !— 

How  leave  to-night?  I'll  make  old  Wilfrid  ftay; — 

Watch  all  while  I'm  at  Haftings;— Rot  the  lad! 

Melitha,  here!    Ho,  Wilfrid,  ho! 
TOl'L  (Entering,)  Well,  Earl? 

Carl*  Why,  what — JVhy^  Wilfridl  Where's  my  daughter? 
OTlL  At  the  door— . 
(0arL  I  afk  thee,  Where's  my  daughter?  Blefs  my  life! 

The  world's  gone  mad  !     Why^  Wilfridl 
WBih  Well? 

(^^X\*  But  where? 

Look! — Where's  that  girl? 
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I  was  about  to  fay: 

The  lady,  anxious  liftening  at  the  door, 

Scream'd  fuddenly,  and  fwoon'd ; — was  borne  away ; — 

Lies  on  her  couch — 
(0(irL  Loves  /lim!  Thefe  young  ones!   Ha! 

This  comes  of  having  girls!     He  win  her  heart! 

I'd  put  that  too  in  fteel, — I  would.  Saint  Chad! — 

Thus  fhot  at  once  with  every  fellow's  dart! 

This  comes  of  having  ^/r/j/     Away  to  her! 

Thou  bid'ft  while  I'm  from  home, — Doft  hear? 
Mil*  I  do,_ 

(0cirl*  The  devil's  in  the  girls !     He  wins  them  too ! — 

Now,  mind  me, — never  let  her  out  of  fight ! 

Follow  me,  monk! — Ho,  ho!  I'll  make  her  rue! 

\_Exeunt. 


XXVI. 


i^h^  §iiaop  l^i\\}^  p\\  lafitjnfi:s. 


CEE  what  troops  arc  gathering  yonder,  beating  loud  the  battle-drum ; 
Making  known  throughout  all  Mercia, — Eighty  thoufand  foes  are  come. 
Viftory  there,  fo  lately  greeted,  cannot  end  her  holy-day  : 
War  begins  his  awful  hazard  :  Peace,  affrighted,  flies  away. 

England  is  the  mighty  wager.     Norman  William  would  be  king. 
Thofe  at  home  are  anxious  waiting,  dreading  all  an  hour  may  bring  ; 
While  our  warriors  march  to  Haftings,  fworn  to  fhield  our  land  or  die : 
Who  would  be  no  cringing  bondfman,  now  niuft  heed  the  battle-cry. 
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See  Childe  Ergon's  little  dwelling.    Thoufands  come  from  near  and  far  ; — 
Gather  there  fo  merry-hearted  round  his  famous  flag  ot  war. 
Now  they're  mufter'd  ; — now  are  leaving  !  helmets,  armour  glittering  bright ; 
Banners  waving,  bugles  founding,  horfes  eager  for  the  flight. 

Now  they  go  ! — What  fore  fad  partings ! — See  them  now  on  Merfey-Strand 
Like  one  moving  rriafs,  loud  finging,  merry  as  a  wedding-band  : 
Leaving  helplefs  women  wailing — mothers  weeping  for  their  fons ; 
Children,  wives,  for  fires  and  hu (bands ;  maidens,  for  their  darling  ones. 

War,  in  all  his  gorgeous  trappings,  glads  yon  troops  ;  and  leads  the  way  ; — 
Tells  them  how  they're  born  for greatnefs,  follow'mghut to gaifi and Jlay ,• — 
Makes  all  merrily  leave  their  children,  happy  homes, — No  more  to  fee  ! 


With  his  winning  glory-whifpers,  what  a  luring  cheat  is  h- 


c! 


Ercon — Ah  !  How  heavy-hearted  ! — Though  on  that  high  raven  fl:eed, — 
Tho'  fo  bright  with  gliftcning  armour,  thou  haft  nought— nought  there  to  heed; 
Riding  firft, — How  ftill  and  thoughtful !— Sorrow  glooms  thy  helmed  brow. 
Famclefs  thou  didft  walk  to  Stamford ; — wcrt  not  then  fo  fad  as  now. 
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Gaze  not  on  the  well-known  garden  !  Seek  not  there  thy  Litha's  bower  ! 
Gaze  not  on  the  banner  flying  proudly  from  his  hated  tower ! 
Look  not  at  yon  fnowy  kerchief,  greeting,  waved  by  darling  hand ; 
Left,  forgetting  all  but  her,  thou  turn  again  and  leave  thy  band. 

Still  the  fad,  deep,  hollow  yearning,  parting  from  fuch  deareft  one 
Leaves  behind  !  O,  look  not,  weakling ! — look  not  at  proud  Hallentun  ! 
Haughty  fpurner  !  He  muft  follow.     Haftings,  haply,  ends  his  day. 
Normans  might  be  bolder  warriors.     Litha  then  is  thine  for  aye ! — (i  i) 


N 
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^WAY  with  the  Night-cap  of  Peace  from  thy  head! 

Wilt  ficken  at  home  in  thy  grandmother's  bed  ? — 

See  whining  long  faces,  take  powders  and  pills ; 

Then,  if  thou  get  well,  go  to  gaol  for  thy  bills  ? 

Up  !  Never,  man  !  Crowns  Old  War  can  give. 

And  for  freedom  to  die, — 'tis  to  live  !  'tis  to  live  '. 
Then,  Huzza  for  Old  War!  with  his  drum!  drum!  drum! 
If  we  all  reft  at  home,  lo  !  the  tyrant  will  come ! 
Then,  Huzza  for  Old  England  !  whom  e'er  we'll  defend  ! 

But  Vi6lory  for  us  or  a  glorious  end  ! 

N    2 
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Wilt  toil  for  Tome  lording,  e'er  haughty  and  cold, 

Who'd  work  thee  to  death  in  his  craving  for  gold  ? 

Wilt  go  all  thy  life  as  a  clock  or  machine  ? — 

Be  worn  out  with  care  or  with  fretting  and  fpleen  ? 

Up  !  Never,  man  !  Crowns  Old  War  can  give. 

And  for  Freedom  to  die, — 'tis  to  live !  'tis  to  live  I 
Then,  Huzza  for  Old  War!  with  his  drum!  drum!  drum! 
If  we  all  doze  at  home,  lo  !  the  tyrant  will  come ! 
Then,  Huzza  for  Old  England !  whom  e'er  we'll  defend ! 

But  Vidory  for  us  or  a  glorious  end ! 

Wilt  wait  till  the  plague  come  to  gripe  thee  away  ? 

Or,  in  dreading  fo,  have  It  oft  ten  times  a  day  ? 

Wilt  hunger  at  home  ? — die  of  gout  and  thy  fat  ? — 

Or,  fail  o'er  the  feas  and  be  drown'd  like  a  cat  ? 

Up  I  Never,  man  !  Crowns  Old  War  can  give. 

And  for  Freedom  to  die, —  'tis  to  live  !  'tis  to  live  ! 
Then,  Huzza  for  Old  War !  with  his  drum !  drum !  drum ! 
If  we  all  talk  at  home,  lo !  the  tyrant  will  come  ! 
Then,  Huzza  for  Old  England!  whom  e'er  we'll  defend  ! 

But  Vidlory  for  us  or  a  glorious  end  ! — 


^t  ?|allentun: 


Qifrit 


m&hxt  Intpijnf)  tltijni  uiliil^  tlti{  gattl^ 


is  bilinjg  |oit||Iii 


XXVIII. 


<p:f[IHIni  jr^Hjs  foi{  It^r  lor^r. 


CHE  kneels  before  a  rood.     Long  golden  hair, 
Loofe  falling,  veils  her  arms  crofT'd  on  the  breaft. 
She  gazeSj  with  up-lifted  eyes,  in  prayer  ; — 
Would  find  again  her  reft. 

Thofe  lips  move  fpeechlefs,  telling  all  her  fears, — 
Her  love,  her  hopes.    She  weeps ; — What  heavy  fighs  !- 
Now  fpeaks  with  angels.     How  thofe  pearly  tears 
Drop  from  her  young  blue  eyes ! 
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She  blefles  him,  they  bid  her  fo  forget ; — 
Can  mind  and  love  but  him  howe'er  fhe  pray, — 
But  far  dear  Ercon  ! — Ah,  no  tidings  yet ! — 
Now  two  long  weeks  away ! 

Where's  now  the  laugh  ? — the  ftep  fo  quick  and  light  ?- 
The  gleeful  eye  ? — the  heart  of  late  fo  boon  ? 
Ah,  that  one  ill  hour  thus  can  wreck  or  blight ! — 
That  aught  fo  fair  fhould  droop  fo  foon  ! 

To  dote  on  one,  yet  doubt  if  that  one  be ; — 
To  dread, — yet  hope, — yet  dread  again, — What  woe  ! 
Too  foon,  dear  maid,  this  forrow  comes  on  thee  ; 
But  'tis  what  all  that  love,  muft  know. 


XXIX. 


lain  tlrij  Jladj)  lami^ntfi  in  Ireii  lotu^r. 


MtL  ^HESE  rofes  droop.     All  looks  fo  dead! 
So  dark  and  drear! 
All  tells  me  what  my  darling  faid; 
But  he's  not  here! 


I  while  beneath  yon  fhady  tree; — 

Dear  blifsful  day! — 
It  fighs  but  "Erc;"  and  yet — Ah  me! — 

So  far  away! — 
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I  feek  the  tower ; — mufe  there  alone. 

I  feek  my  bed  : 
The  wind,  loud  howling,  Teems  to  moan  : 

"  Dear  Ergon's  dead!" — 

Afleep,  I  dream  o'er  all  he  fpake  ; — 

I  twine  his  hair 
As  on  that  happy  day; — awake; 

But  he's  not  there ! — 

Friends  tell  me  what  is  right  and  beft, — 
What  Jhould  be  done  ; 

But  kind  words  cheer  not, — give  no  reft  : 
My  Love  is  gone  ! — 

They  bid  me  think  on  rank  and*  birth  ; — 

Thefe  are  forgot ! — 
How  drear  feems  all  the  wide  wide  earth 

Where  one  is  not ! — 
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And  then,  how  fpurn'd  I — So  gone  to  die  ! — 

My  Hfe's  moft  dear  ! 
The  foe  will  flab  his  breaft,  and  I — 

I  be  not  near  ! 

Poor  heart !  He'll  moan  fo  !  None  will  heed ; — 

None  bind  his  wound  ! 
He'll  grow  fo  weak  ! — fall  from  his  fteed 

To  hard  cold  ground ! 

They'll  trample  him !  they'll  hurt  him  fo  ! — 

Mar  his  black  hair  ! 
None,  none,  will  mind  him !  Then — What  woe  ' — 

He'll  need  me  there ! 

They'll  knov  not  him  on  that  fad  day, — 

Him  more  than  all ! — 
Tread  down  my  Love  in  cold  cold  clay 

With  boor  and  thrall  ! — 
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Ah,  Wilfrid  comes! — 

Good  tidings,  Wilfrid? 
SSU'L  None  are  yet — 

iltL  What!  None? 

What,  none  of  him  F — 
OTll  Ah,  lady  !  Spare  thofe  tears  ;— 

JtteL  No  tidings  of  the  fight  ? 
OTll  If  loft  or  won. 

Is  yet  unknown ; — 
JleL  Oh  !  Oh  !  My  dreadful  fears,— 

They  tell  me,  Lq/^  ! — all  loft  !  My  darling  one ! — 

Know'ft  thou  where  Ergon's  mother  dwells? 
»lL  I  do  ;— 

iHeL  I'll  thither.     Quick  ! 
OTlL  It  is  a  lowly  cot,— 

i^th  Hence  !   Let  my  fteed  be  ready  !  That  will  cheer  ! 

I'll  know  her  ; — Follow  ! — know  the  happy  fpot ; — 

See  where  he  dwelt ; — 
212HlL  But,  lady,  'tis  not  near, — 

ifltl*  See  where,  as  child,  he  play'd; — where  flept; — Away  ! 

'Twill  glad  me  moft  to  gaze  on  all  fo  dear  ! 


XXX. 


?IlHlaiu  iihl;i  luxil   ^^tluiut  at  iomij, 


CEE  yonder  cot  o'er-grown  with  hanging  ivy  ; — 
Its  weedy  grafs-plot :  where  a  huge  oak  grows  : 
Of  whofe  dead  boughs  below,  a  feat  is  wrought. 
'Tis  Ergon's  home.     His  fires,  as  old  wills  prove, 
Lived  there  of  yore  ere  Brunnanburg  was  fought. 

Now  ftep  within. — No  filk  bedecks  the  wall. 

Nor  fhine  of  caftled  earls  and  lording  thanes  ; 

But  Englifh  cloth,  with  fome  of  Ergon's  fpears. 

His  aged  mother's  crucifix  and  beads, — 

Once  gilt,  now  worn  with  prayer ;  as  fhe,  with  years. 
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Look,  yon  fhe  fpins ; — well,  neat,  but  homely,  clad  ;- 
Unwrinkled,  though  her  locks  are  fnowy  white  ; — 
So  lovely  ftill  in  wreck  of  lovelinefs  ! 
Meek,  heavenly  brow'd,  fhe  calmly  fees  life  wane  ; — 
Its  thread  grow  iKort,  ev'n  as  yon  jflax  grows  lefs. 


And  there  is  Sethrid, — maid  with  laughing  leer. 
She  decks  old  oaken  horde  with  homely  meal ; — 
Is  fond  of  fweets  and  drefs  ; — can  ne'er  forget ; — 
Hears,  fees,  minds  all ; — kens  ever  right  from  wrong, 
Or  friends  and  foes  ; — is  mother's  fondling  pet. 


A  dog  is  watching  her.     'Tis  like  a  lamb  ; — 
Has  white  wool-locks,  big  round  eyes  black  as  coal ; — 
Sits  up  with  begging  paws.     'Twill  always  come 
When  meals  be  nigh — whene'er  the  faft  is  o'er  ; — 
Then,  upright,  ftaring,  watches  every  crumb. 


The  ruddy  maid,  with  hand  in  warning  raifed, 
Now  tells  it  where  its  mafter,  Ercon,  is ; — 
Now,  laughing,  gives  it  nuts  ; — "  Ha  !  See  !" 
The  mother  cries,  "  What  Riders  near  ? — 
'*  Will  hither  !  Lo  !  Who  can  they  be  ? — 

"  A  lady  ! — Ha  !  What  mull  be  done  ? 

"  It  is  the  queen  of  Hallentun  ! 

"  O,  hurry  !  O,  what  fhall  I  do  ? 

"  How  gueft  fuch — Bring  the  morat !  Hie  ! — 

"  Hufh,  dog!  hufh ! — Lo,  Wilfrid's  coming  too  !" — 

See  yon  her  fair  white  fteed; — her  gold-locks  fly 
O'er  filk  hood,  glittering  gemm'd,  of  welkin-dye  ; — * 
Her  fnowy  kirtle ; — arms  with  fhining  rings  ; — 
Yon  orange-hued,  gilt-purfled,  long  robe  waving ; 
And  iilver  whip  in  hand  with  golden  firings. 

*  Skybluc. 


192  iJTfjiltrf  iSrronUjoIti* 

Old  Wilfrid  jogs  near,  gloomy,  black  as  night. 
On  limping  rough-hair'd  cheftnut,  "Dunftan"  hight: 
Which  he  hath  had  nigh  twenty  years,  I  ween. 
His  thoughtful  face,  fo  long  and  ghoftly  white. 
Peeps  under  fwarthy  cowl;  elfe,  nothing  fair  is  feen. — 

The  mother,  in  her  beft  of  garments  dight. 
Halts  out; — bows  low;  and  bids  them  both  alight. 
But — Ha !  Why  frowns  the  lady  ?  Hark  : — 

iBeL  "What,  this?— 

Nay,  Wilfrid,  nay  !  That  old — it  cannot  be! 

Erc  never  could  dwell  here^  monk?" 
rail  "Aslfaid,— " 

ileL  "  What !  He,  who— Nay ! " 
i¥lOtI)Cr*  "  The  Saints  watch  o'er  you  !  Welcome! 

This  way,  good  lady.      Bide  with  us  a  while. 

Forfooth,  yeVe  weary, — " 
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Mth  "  Hoo  !  What  a  filthy  gate  ! 

//dTifjWhere— Away!Oh!Oh!  How  could  our  king— 
Ahjthus — thus  chta.te.d\ Her e/^V\l  hate  him!— hate!— 
Hate  him, — I  will!  I  will!  Here,  flatterer?  Hence  ! 
How  could  Earl  Woden  like  him?  Lovea^oor/ 
Oh  ! — But  I  will  not  mourn  !" 
MOt\)tV*  "  IVarm  ?  Sooth,  'tis  very  warm. 

And  ye're  athirfl:  and  tired?  I  have  fweet  morat, 
And  right  good  mead  ;  but  wine — " 
i¥leL  "  What  old  woman  !  Foh  !" 

iiflOtI)U%  "What  fays fhe,  monk?  I  hear  not  well  to-day; — " 
JifleL  "To  think-But  I'll  enter!  Thentheworftisfeen!- 
To  think  that  I  could  dote  on  a  boor! — 
That  he  fo  knightly  clad,  fo  winning  and  fheen. 
Could  wallow  in  this  !" — 
illCltI)n%  "  Come  forth.     Our  dwelling's  lowly. 

Sit  here,  kind  lady,  while  I  haften  to  bring  you — 
Ye  feem  fo  fretted.     Come,  be  feated — " 

o 
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mcU  "  No ! 

And  what  one  is  this?  What  chubby  girl!  How  low! 
Thus  gapes  upon  me? — flaring? — laughing  To? — 
What  can  ihemean  by  that? — Ha,  Wilfrid!  Why, — 
She's  filly  !    Away,  monk  !     Foh  !" 

She  goes  ; — gallops  quickly  thence  in  angry  flight, — 
Flees  as  from  deadly  peft. — Now  both  are  out  of  fight. 

Kind  Hilda  faw  well  all  fhe  could  not  hear, — 
Her  daughter  fpurn'd  ; — her  failing  helplefs  child. 
T/iere  is  the  wound  that,  /oftly  touch'd,  will  pang ; — 
The  heart's  keen  thorn.  PoorSETHRiofeeseachtear; — 
Unknowing  why  good  mother  weeps  fo,  mourns ; 
And,  fondling  her,  does  all  fhe  can  to  cheer. — 


XXXI. 


<§\\i^  ^nllauiiitjg  ^iijlU.     dl^Iitlni  in  ^^il 


Mcl,  QLD  Wilfrid  ftirr'd  up  rue. 
jfHattr.  (Entering.)  My  lady  call'd  ? 

ittf  K  I  pray  thee,  ftay  !  I've  had  fuch  weary  night ; — 

Am  fo  caft  down : — Ah,  wait! — Were  it  but  light ! — 
He  fpake  too  late ; — could  teach  when  all  was  done. 
Had  I  ne'er  been — ne'er  been  to  fpurn  that  one ! — 
Her,  dear  kind  mother ! — Ercon  loves  her  too; — 
Spurn  that  forlorn  one  !  Ah,  what  'tis  to  rue ! — 

o  2 
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Go  thou,  at  Even,  as  the  fun  goes  down, 
And  take  to  them  yon  hood  and  filken  gown; 
With  this — this  gold  ;  but,  mind  me,  never  tell — 
Say,  thou  art  come  from  one  that  loves  them  well. 
I  muft  forego  him  ; — Ah,  I  muft  ! — And  yet — 
So  eafy  'tis  to  love  ; — fuch  forrow,  to  forget ! — 

if^nOSf^Why  weep  fo  ?  She  will  blefs  you  for  this  gold. 

One  worthier  comes  ;  and  new  love  foon  heals  old. 
JHtLO  well  is  thee,  who  know'ft  not  what  it  is ! 

A  worthier?  Nay!  Wrench  out  thy  tongue  for  this! 
Wilt  blacken  him?  What  goodlier  man  could  be! 
The  fun  ne'er  fhone  o'er  aught  fo  dear  as  he  ! — 
If  he'd  but  kindly  faid,  his  birth  was  low, 
I  had  not  loved — not  doted  on  him  fo ; 
But  ne'er  to  tell !  As  lord  of  all,  he  came ; 
With  Harold's  praife,  and  with  a  hero's  fame; — 
My  father  too  to  like  him  bell  I  Oh !  Oh ! — 

liUclitl.Nay  ;  cheer,  good  lady : — Cheer  ! — 
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MtL  Alas !  What  woe  ! 

I  ftill  might  love  him,  if,  when  firft  we  met, — 

But — Ah,  now  all  is  o'er  ! — all !  all !  And  yet, 

I  would  not  have  him — not  for  worlds  ! — to  know 

That  LiTHA  went  and  fpurn'd  his  mother  fo ! 

Were  he  now  here,  I'd  tell  him  all  my  rue. 

He  would  forgive  me  ; — I  would  make  him  do  ; 

And  then  might  reft  : — Ah,  heart  ! — 
JKaitl^  What  forry  figh  !— 

if^^LBut  he's  fo  far ! — may  come  no  more  ; — may  die ! 

And  then  he  can'i  forgive ;  and  I  ftiall  fret — 

Rue  all  my  life  :  fo,  never — never  can  forget ! — 
Jiflaitl*  Nay,  weep  not. — Cheer  ! — 
Jifld,  O,  had  I  ftay'd  from  there, 

I  might  have  loved  him  now  as  well  as  ere ! 

But,  wrong  them  fo  !  How  anger  maddens  us  ! 

My  mother  always  fald,  it  would  be  thus. 

To  fcorn  his  darlings  ! — make  his  dear  ones  pine ! 

He  loves  his  mother  ev'n  as  I  loved  mine. — 
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But  'twas  not  right  to  come  infuch  array, 
And  take  by  wily  ftealth  my  heart  away  : 
Which  I'd  have  freely  given,  and  ne'er  have  rued  ; 
If,  as  poor  Ercon,  he  had  come  and  wooed ! — 
Put  out  the  lamp. 
£^ai1j*  Why  !  'Tis  but  fpring  of  day  ; — 

Lo  !  Whither  goes  my  lady  ? 
ifttfl.  Follow  thou. 

Come  to  the  garden.    Come.    Morn  glimmers  now. 
'Twill  cool  my  fever'd  brow. —  [Exeunt. 


XXXII. 


QUTi 


hat  liappnitf)   en  anotlieii  dan  at 
Span's   §01114. 


ifttotfjcr.  A  SILKEN  gown! — Howfheen! — Who  can  it  be? — 
Look,  daughter.   We'll  keep  thefe  for  Sunday-gear. 
But  I  ken  none  that  love  fo  thee  and  me. 
Thefe  are  too  good  for  us,  I  fear. — 

Lo!  Who  rides  yon  ?  Methinks, — 'Tis  her  white  fteed. 
There's  our  high  lady!  She'll  not  dare  to  ftay: — 
Thou  wilt  to  mafs?  Go,  queen!   Thy  foul  hath  need 
Of  prayer  and  tears — She  ftops ! — She  rides  away : — 


200  Cijtltir  <iFt:fonU)OItr. 

Thou'lt  find  not  in  thy  heart  to  come  again, 

And  hurt— Turns  back?-- Will  y^d'rd'.'^— Knocks  at  our  gate ! 

What  fliall  we  do?  We  cannot  let  her  wait; — 

Be  quiet,  dog ! — Bide,  daughter,  /  will  go. — 

mchl  call  to  tell— 
Moti)tt,MY  hearing's  dull. — 

mtU  If  fhe'd  but  afk,  I'd  ftay. 

She's  angry  with  me; — will  not  bid  to-day. — 
I  come  to  tell — If,  e'er  through  him — thy  fon. 
Thou  hear  aught  from  our  Earl  of  Hallentun, — 
|ttOtl)fr. Heard  nought!  No  tidings  yet!  It  grieves  us  fore! 
Erc  went  away  heart-broken! — told  his  men. 
That  he  would  rather  die  than  come  again! 
Dread  is  us  all,  we  ne'er  ihall  greet  him  more! 
ifHfl.Poor  Erc!  How  fad! — I  weep  not  for  thy  fon: — 
If  father  fell, — Ah,  then  I  fliould  have  none ! 
What  then  would  come  of  us!     Oh!  Oh! — 
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Motf)n\  Ye  too— 

Ye  too  can  weep? 
Mel  Alas!— Oh!  if  ye  knew— 

Saw  how  I  mourn, — Thou  wilt  not  greet  to-day ; — 
Not  welcome  me ; — not  afk  me  once  to  flay. 
ifHlJtf)ft.Our  lowly  houfe  was  ne'er  for  fuch  as  ye; 
Elfe,  I  would  bid — 
£Hth  Nay,  nay !  I  anger'd  thee. 

iHotijrt^My  children  are  my  pride; — Erc,  this  poor  one. 
All,  all,  on  earth  wherein  my  foul  can  boaft: — 
But  Heaven  is  with  us! — It  muft  wound  me  moft 
To  hear  an  ill  word — 'Twas  unkindly  done! 
irtt^UO  weep  not! — weep  not  fo!    I  will  alight: — 
Mott)CV*Come,— 

i^f"!.  I'll  not  hence  ere  thou  forgive  me  quite. 

I  came — Ye  Poor  are  hard, — ay,  haughty  too! 
To  let  me  wait  fo  long,  and  fcorn  my  rue! — 
iHotfjrr.This  way.— 
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JUtL  Poor  woman!  Thou  canfl  hardly  go; — 

So  lame  and  bent !  How  could  he  leave  thee  fo ! — 

iHotlKr*  Step  in. — There,  lady,  reft  you.  Sit  ye  down. — 

0ith  Still  wrath  is  in  thy  heart :  I  faw  thee  frown. 
i¥l0tl)m  Nay,  lady;  nay,— 

iWtL  Thou  need'ft  not  anfwer.  Nay. 

Lo !  Here  I  kneel : — Forget  that  ireful  day ! — 
O,  tell  not  Erc! — I'll  rife  not  hence  before 
Thou  kindly  bid  me  think  on  it  no  more; — 
Nay,  till  thou  kifs  me,  I  will  ne'er  be  gone. — 
What!    Silent  jd-Zf     Thou  unforgiving  one! 
i¥lOtf)m  Rife,  lady! 

Mtl  Nay;  I'll  bear  all.     Speak  thy  mind; 

Nor  hide  thus  angry  heart  with  feeming  kind ; — 
Ah,  weep  not  fo! — nor  fcowl,  nor  fhake  thy  head! 
I  will  unfay  the  bitter  words  I  faid; — 
iiflOtl^m  Ah,  j^  have— I  have  loft  a  darling  fon! 

For  whom  I  bore  a  world  of  cares  and  fears; — 
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Glad  yet  in  hope  that,when  bow'd  down  with  years,-- 
A  goodher  child,  ye  never  look'd  upon! — 
In  hope  that,  when  all  thus  began  to  fail, 
I  ftill  might  find  in  him  a  help  and  ftay: — 
Ah  me!  To  fet  our  heart  in  aught  fo  frail! — 
But  it  muft  be.  'Tis  right  in  our  world's  way. 
'Tis  in  the  team  of  things  that  nought  fhould  laft ; — 
Young,  go  with  young ;  and  old  ones,  be  forecafl! — 
:(^CL  I  hear  all.  Come,  tell  out.  T^hat  was  my  wrong; — 
iB0tJ)U%  Life's  Giver  is  o'er  all  yet:  God  is  ftrong:— 

'Twas  not  before  time  fo: — Well!  Let  it  be! — 
Ye  have  withholden  all  his  heart  from  me; — 
'Twas,  haply,  beft  : — Ah,  then !    Heaven  give 

you  fpeed ! — 
He  was  aye  thus; — in  every  new  love,  wild; 
High-towering,  hot  of  heart,  e'en  from  a  child; 
And  all-b'er-daring,  both  in  thought  and  deed. — 
ild^Say  on:   I  lift. 
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:^Oti)tl\  Nor  would  he  here  take  heed. 

So  great  in  your  fight  is  the  pomp  of  life: 
And  folly  was  with  him,  I  faid,  to  trow 
That  ye  would  ever  come  to  be  his  wife: 
For  his  ill  work,  ye  came  to  fpurn  us  fo! — 
Jlfld«For  fuch  dear  finning!  Ah!  Look  not  away! 
I'd  have  thee  all  forget  that  evil  day. 
As  the  hafty  fire-eyed  Elf  of  Anger  flew. 
One  dropp'd.  //  //^-Vr  would  fly .  'Twas  gnawingRue. 
I  faw  thy  tears  flow,  as  I  left  you  then; — 
Soon  wept  at  all;  and  moan'd  to  come  again. 
For  oft,  methought,  I  faw  my  mother  weep; — 
Saw  thine  eyes  chide  as  hers ;— Ah !  could  not  fleep  ;— 
Wept  till  'twas  morn ;  and  pray 'd  full  rue  and  fear  ;— 
Would  fain  have  given  thee  pearls  for  every  tear ! 
This  lightning-anger — Ah,  what  evil  foe! — 
Comes  quickly  and  flies ;  but  leaves  fuch  lafliing  woe ! 
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Yet  unforgiving  ? — Who  can  aye  be  one  ? 
That  ill  fhould  look  To  ill  but  when  'tis  done  ! — 
I  came  of  late  in  grief  and  anxious  fear  ; — 
Learn'd  unawares  that  he  fo  loved  dwelt  here; — 
Could,  kingly  wooing,  come  in  bright  array; 
And  lure — thus  lure  me  from  myfelf  away ! — 
But  ye'll  forgive  ? — Ah!  Ercon  would,  I  know. 
He  would  not  let  me  weep,  and  bid  thee  fo. 
Speak  peace  to  me.     I  was,  indeed,  to  blame: 
Ah,  who  that  loves,  is  every  day  the  fame! 
I  have  been  fchool'd  to  think — and  learn'd  too  well — 
That  Good  can  be  but  where  the  lordly  dwell ; — 
Known  but  proud  ftate,  the  craft  to  Ihine  and  vie : 
Erg  taught  how  all  are  one  to  Him  on  high  ! — 
Wean'd  me  from  pride  to  for  row  for  my  fin  ; — 
To  learn  that  ye  with  us  are  God's  dear  kin ! 
And,  Oh  !  for  this,  I'll  love  him — love  him  yet. 
Though  all  the  world  fhould  bid  me  fo  forget ! 
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ifttOtfjf  r.  Ah,  that  were  fad  ! — 

£BfL  Thou  ftill  art  cold  to  me? — 

How  poor  and  proud !  What  can  I  more  ? — Ha,  fee ! 
Thy  daughter  fmiles.  She  hath  forgiven : — Sit  here. 
T'hou  wilt  forget  ?     Ah,  Ergon's  fifter !  Dear  ! 
Bid  mother  love  us  both,  and  ceafe  to  moan:  — 
I'll  call  thee.  Mother; — blefs  thee  as  mine  own ! — 
Would  Heaven  I  had  been  born  in  this  poor  cot! — 
Ne'er  known  aught  better!  'Twere  a  happy fpot. 
I  now  fhould  have  a  watchful  tender  mother ; — 
Love  him  as  never  fifter  loved  a  brother ! — 
I  bade  thy  darling  keep  his  heart  for  thee. 
That  his  fond  parent  might  be  one  to  me. 
Mine  died  fo  young; — left  her  dear  child  to  mourn 
In  life's  glad  May,  unfriended  and  forlorn  ; — 
To  live  for  glare  In  world  of  empty  fhine. 
With  none  to  love,  no  heart  that  beat  as  mine. 
No  hand  to  lead, — ev'n  nought  of  kin  that  cared 
If  all  went  well  with  me,  or  all  misfared  ! 
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'Twas  eafy  then  to  cling; — to  love  that  one 

Who  loved  me  fo.    But  now  Ere  too  is  gone! — 

iHotflf  t.  Is  gone  !  Ah !  Ah ! 

Met  Wail  not.     Afk  all  ye  need, — 

Strong  healing  wine,  gold,  hood,  or  filken  weed; — 

Afk  aught  I  have ;  but  ftay  to  weep  and  moan. 

Call  LiTHA,  Daughter:  love  her  as  thine  own  ! 

mon)n\  Be  blefl  for  all !  I  lack,  fair  lady,  nought ; 

For  God  is  great  in  help  : — 'Tis  woe  to  find. 

We  live  too  long  for  thofe  who  fhould  be  kind  ! — 

But  think  no  more  on  that  ye  faid  or  wrought: 

Afv  days  are  gone: — Old  Age  fhould  live  at  refl; — 

Well  !Erc  loves  you;  and,e'er  fince  ye  were  known. 

Hath  minded  nought;  hath  cared  not  for  his  own. 

/  tarry  long  ; — But  all  is  for  the  befl ; — 

Well !  Well ! — Old  folk  fee  life  with  other  eyes: 

My  fun  goes  down,  while  his  begins  to  rife. 

mrL  Erc  loves  but  ;;2d'.'' — DearERc! — hutmeF  Ah, fain 

I'd  give  thy  darling  fondler  back  again ! — 
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And  yet  I  would  not.     But  I'll  make  thy  fon 
To  dear  *  you  more  than  he  hath  ever  done. 
So  well  inclined  am  I  to  thee  and  thine. 
Commune  with  me.    Let  all  your  wants  be  mine. 
If  I  can  help  in  any  wife,  but  fay ; 
Afk  word  or  deed:  thou  jfhalt  not  have  my  Nay. 
Thus  all  ye  lofe  in  him,  ye'll  find  in  me. 
:^Cltf)fr*  Othankyou!  thankyou!  Heaven  watch  over  thee! 
jHeL  Ha!  Smiling  at  laft!  Now  I  can  kifs  thee! — There! 
But  tell  nought  to  him;-- What  a  lighter  heart  I  bear ! 
I  can  leave  now  fo  happy ! — But  never,  never,  fay — 
iH0tf)ei%  No,  blefs  you,  lady  !  But  will  ye  not  wait  ? 
JlflCl*  I'll  come  again  foon.     It  is  growing  fo  late. 

We  will  gladden  each  other  while  Ergon's  away. 
But  fare  ye  now  well ! 
i¥l0tl)tl%  I'll  with  you  to  the  gate. — 

*  To  hold  dear,  to  love.     (Anglo-Saxon,  Z)/?o;w;.) 


XXXIII. 


^t  tf)c  €  a,  ft  It, 


;o:^£=- 


Hhat  laiilfiiid  mp  to  (hp\  i\n\  ladu.  (n) 


^  rj      .  *    .  >-'~pHE  ftrongeft  of  our  war-fliips  lay 
At  anchor,  fafe  in  fremmed*  bay. 
Her  fails,  fo  white,  were  neatly  furl'd. 
She  feem'd  fo  new  in  work  and  call ; 
And  yet  had  roam'd  long  o'er  the  world. 
And  weather'd  many  a  wrecking  blaft ; — 
Was,  all  believed,  of  fuch  a  form, — 
So  goodly  built,  fo  rightly  mann'd  ; 

*  Foreign.      (Anglo-Saxon,  Frrfurd.) 
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As  ne'er  to  dread,  in  any  ftorm. 

Of  being  driven  on  the  ftrand. 

If  fhe  was  this,  my  fong  will  fay : 

She'd  often  beaten  her  compeers; 

And  done  more  in  a  fingle  day 

Than  weaker  others  had  in  many  years. 


1. 
Now  months  are  o'er. — 'Tis  wane  of  day. 
The  bark  hies  fwift  on  her  homeward  way;- 
Now  nears  again  our  Englifh  ftrand 
With  trophies  won  of  other  land. — 
The  iky  is  calm  as  all  below: 
As  fleeping  babe,  dread  Ocean  lies. 
To  watch  it  now,  ye'd  little  trow 
That  raging  ftorm  could  ever  rife. — 
Each  is  fo  glad  at  thought  of  home, — 
At  meeting  foon  his  darling  there; 
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While  eve's  light  zephyr  feems  to  come 

As  that  forlorn  one's  figh  or  prayer: — 

"  What!  what  is  that?"  cries  the  ftartled  crew, — 

Lo!  now  the  bark,  which  fo  lately  flew. 

Stands  ftill.     They  fee  a  monfter  rife 

High  o'er  the  bow,  with  fiery  eyes, 

Huge  lion's-head,  long  fifhy  tail. 

And  wings  that  flap  o'er  the  highefl:  fail ! 

"  'Tis  Serra!     Down  !"  the  fea-king  cries. 

And  goes  againfl:  it  with  his  men. 

They  fl:ab  it  till  it  finks  and  dies. 

'Tis  down! — The  bark  fails  on  again. 

All  praife  fo  high  its  righteous  king 

For  having  overcome  yon  evil  thing. — (13) 

3- 

They  watch  now  gentle  twilight  fall; — 

A  flock  of  fea-birds  wheel  and  fkim  ; — 

p  2 
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A  fpeck  of  fail,  white  looming  far  away  ;^ 
The  fun  go  down  like  fiery  ball 

With  fwarthy  rim. 
"  That  oft  betokens  ftorm,"  they  fay; 
"  But  ill  can  come  not  after  fuch  a  day." — 


4- 
'Tis  night.     The  full  moon,  cloudlefs,  high. 
Shines  calm  as  but  for  lovers'  eye; 
And  filvers  o'er  unrippled  fea: 
Which  is  as  fmooth  as  lake  could  be, — 
A  mirror  of  the  ftarry  fky. — 


5- 
'Tis  later.      Hear  the  wind.      How  loud 
It  howls,  Woo-hoo!     What  fudden  blafts 
Now  flap  the  fails  on  the  quivering  mafls  ! 
And,  lo  !  the  fky  begins  to  cloud. 
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The  fea-king  cannot  reft: — "  How  ftrange!" 
He,  wondering,  cries;  "What  fudden  change! 
Now  let  the  bark  go  with  the  gale; 
And  take  in  fail !" — 


'TIs  midnight; — O,  how  dark  is  all ! 
The  fhip  begins  to  roll  and  leap; — 
The  rain,  as  gufhing  ftream,  to  fall 
Into  the  black  and  yawning  deep. — 

7- 
Now  foaming  billows,  rolling  high. 
Roar  loud  to  the  wailing  howling  wind. 
How  fwiftly  yon  leaden  clouds  fweep  o'er  the  fky!- 
Now  letting  the  wan  moon  dart  behind, — 
Now  fuddenly  blazing  with  Ughtning-flafh  ! 
What  roaring  thunder-crafh ! — 
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How  the  high  black  billows  make  her  rife. 
Or  dive  deep,  as  they  raging  flow! 
Now  up,  fhe  feems  to  touch  the  fkies! — 
Now  down  again  in  the  gulf  below ! 
While  foaming  fpray  fweeps  over  the  deck, 
Shivering  each  plank,  or  dafhing  to  wreck! — 

8. 

Now  Hope  grows  faint.     All  moan  for  day. 
The  black  fky  lets  the  pale  moon  peep, 
'Neath  bulging  clouds,  with  fickly  ray 
Down  on  the  dark  dread  raging  deep. 

9- 
The  helm  is  gone  ;  the  bulwark,  too  ; 

Sail,  rent;  and  compafs  wafh'd  away. 

Lo,  now  the  wretched  moaning  crew, — 

Bereft  of  every  hope  and  ftay, — 

Save  but  their  wine ;  and  drink  down  fear  and  rue. 
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10. 


They  wake  to  find  that  all  is  loft ; — 
So,  care  not  how  their  wreck  be  tofT'd  ! 
But  let  it  drift,  float  any  way, 
As  foul  wind  blow ;  or,  ill  wave  roll. 
At  laft,  one  weens,  he  fpies  a  bay ; 
Or,  what  might  be  fome  happy  goal : — 
"  Each  take  an  oar,  and  work ;"  they  cry 
"  We'll  row  fo  far  that  we  may  hail." 
What  will  poor  fuffering  man  not  try 
To  fave  dear  life,  though  all  fhould  fail ! 
Each  grafps  an  oar,  and  tries  to  row  ; — 
Toils  hard  to  keep  his  wreck  in  fway ; — 
But,  Ah,  how  ill !  Thefe  cannot  trow 
That  man  ftiould  ftrive  in  fuch  a  way : 
They  hold  that  it  is  wrong  or  low. 
And,  haply,  fome  more  bafe  than  they^ 
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With  fuch  a  wreck  and  oar  in  hand, 
By  fair  or  foul,  would  reach  the  land ; — 
Ha,  hark  !  What  winning  fong  around  ! 
It  cheers  their  hopelorn  forrow-breaft  ; — 
Is  now  moft  fweet  bewitching  found ; 
And  lulls  each  one  to  deathful  reft. — 

II. 

Now  dread  Thunder,  peal  on  peal. 
Like  a  mighty  god  in  ire. 
Starts  them  ; — makes  the  proudeft  kneel, 
Brandifhing  his  fword  of  fire  ; — 
Strikes  with  awe  and  wild  defpair. 
Even  the  boldeft-hearted  there. — 

12. 

But  now  the  foothing  lulling  ftrain. 
More  foft,  more  fweet,  begins  again. 
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'Tis  lovely  Sirens':  who  delight 
To  lure  the  Sad  from  Good  and  Right. 
All  drop  their  oars  ; — are  loft  for  aye ; — 
Now  let  their  wreck  drift  any  way, 
And  fleep  to  wake  in  endlefs  night. — 


13- 

The  pride,  the  boaft,  of  our  old  town  ; — 
The  hope  of  all,  thus  wreck'd,  went  down  ! — 
With  its  good  king,  its  daring  men  ! 
Nor  boat  nor  fragment, — not  a  fcrip 
Hath  ever  come  to  land  again! — 


iHeU  What  fong  for  me ! 

WiiU  Thus  Paflions,  lady,  wreck  full  oft  our  fhip  ; — 

Thofe  gales  that  blow  Life's  bark  fafe  into  goal ; 

But,  Ah !  thus  oft,  thus  oft,  on  deathful  fhoal : 
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Where  luring  Sirens  dwell :  who  then  can  win 
Thofe  whom,  in  weal,  great  Serra  made  not  iin. 
Full  oft  our  firmeft  bark  had  flood  the  blaft. 
But  thus  was  wreck'd  in  evil  ftorm  at  laft; 
So  good  and  ftrong,  it  near'd  the  well-known  fhore : 
Ah !  none  are  fafe  ere  Life's  black  night  is  o'er. 
And  when  thus  lightning-anger — 
Mtl  Still,  I  bid  ! 

I  bade  thee  fing  away  my  care  and  fear ; 
But  thou  art  more  to  gloom  us  than  to  cheer ; — 
Ha!  What— What  horfes?  It  was~Ha,hark!  the  drum  ! 
The  band — Lo,  hither — Good  faints  !    They  come ! 

they  come ! 
'Tis  my  Ergon  !  Heaven !  Oh,  tell  him — Away !  away ! 
Hie  to  them,  maid! — Yon, Wilfrid, — Hie,  girl !  Say — 
A  bandfman  comes  yon,  hurrying  hither, — O  flee  ! 
Quick,  Edith,  hafl:en  him!  Tell — What  tidings  has  he? 
Now  at  the  porch — Ah,  Heart !  His  words  can  make — 
Can  make — make  thee  to  live,  or  break  ! — 
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^iSHtLl  taught  in  vain.  The  ftorm  hath  foon  begun. — 
:0{th  Ha,  now !  She  comes  with  the  bandfman !  Be  quick, 
Edith  !  run  ! — 
;mnilJ*Lo,  here's  the  man,  good — 
JifleL  Speak,  ha  !  fpeak  thou  !  Near ! 

Where  is — Why  wagg'ft  thou  fo  that  ghoftly  leer? 
Up  with  thy  head,man!  What  !my  father?  Ercon  ?  Speak! 


Bantrf.'lg 
man*  J 

Dth  flain— 

- 

iBeL 

Bot/i! 

Bantr* 

All! 

iHeL 

Die,  Heart,  at  this ! 

miiU 

What  fhriek ! 

Look  to  the  lady,  girl  !  Saints  !  Heaven !  O,  help  ! 
Hasfwoon'd!  How  wan!  Bear  her  away,  maid:— Go.— 
Both  flain  ? 
ISantl*  HoLCROFT — All!  all! — King  Harold  flain! 

Lofl  !  England  loft  ! — down,  ne'er  to  rife  again  I 
OTlLWhat,  Harold.?— William,  king? 
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33nntr»  iVe  faid.      They  won  ; 

And  Toon — now  foon  will  rage  at  Hallentun, — 
'(I3i\ih^  furore  Normannorum  nos  libera ^  D amine  I 
33cint(»Ahjkneel,monk!--kneel  and  quake.  Sad  days  be  come: 

Now  every  Saxon  man  muft  beg  a  home  ! 
2;2illLI  Taw  fuch  blazing  hair-ftar*  here  laft  week! 

Up-hold  us,  Heaven  ! 
33tint(*  They're  nigh  with  fire  and  wreak, — 

OTlL  What  fhall— Saint  Ofwald  blefs  us!  Oh  !— Are  near? 
35cintltOne,  named  Count  Earl  GERB0UD,will  foon  be  here. 

I'll  flee. 

,  He's  fled!  Oh,  what — what  Ihall  we — Hence! 

They'll  flay  us  !  Ah  !  My  bag  of  filver  too! — 

All  gather'd  bit  by  bit !  What  fhall  we— Oh ! 

My  books  !  my  books  !  What  woe  !  What  woe  ! 

\_Exit. 

*  Comet.     (Anglo-Saxon,  Feaxed-Jlearrd.) 
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ili4  |l0iimanH  1:01114  to   ian^ntuir. 


T  O,  what  hoft  near  Ergon's  dwelling !     'Tis  the  direful  Norman  foe 
Hurrying  onward,  burning  houfes,  leaving  nought  but  wreck  and  woe ; 
Treading  down  the  flowery  meadows, — everything  to  foul  or  blight. 
Tostig's  wreakful  ghoft  at  Haftings,  watching  o'er  them,  got  the  fight  ;- 

Comes  now  yonder ; — ftalks  before  them,  kindling  rage  in  every  one  : 
Oh,  how  fad  that  mifchief  lives  yet  when  its  doer's  dead  and  gone ! 
He,  the  loon,  foretold  fo  truly :  Harold — whom  we  lately  faw 
Boafting  proudly,  viftory-fwollen, — now  is  food  for  raven's  craw. 
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How  the  drunken  horfemen  bellow  'mid  the  tramp*  and  weapon-din. 
Waving  high  their  Norman  banner  with  its  three  red  lions  in! 
Cefter'sf  Earl  rides  firft.     None  ever  call'd  him  "  Earl"  ere  yefterday  : 
Many  folk  in  Flanders  know  him  as  Gereoud,  /e  Chi^rretier.X 

He  is  fix  feet  high,  or  higher ; — light-hair'd,  gaunt,  old  beardlefs  lad ; — 
Soft  and  gentle,  milky-mooded ; — good,  becaufe  he  can't  be  bad. 
Dull  in  thought,  he  drawls  his  words  out :  thou  may'ft  tell  a  fcore  between. 
How  fuch  one  e'er  grew  fo  mighty, — that  Saint  Ofwald  knows,  I  ween. 

He  was  always  mild  and  peaceful ; — never  fond  of  glorious  war  ; — 
Therefore,  keeps,  to  do  his  fighting,  Marfhal  Capitaiiie  Volmar. 
See  him  yon, — that  dark-hair'd  warrior,  little  higher  than  his  fword, — 
How  he  bids  his  lantern  mafter  give  him  Hallentun  to  lord ! 

He's  a  fiery  heftoring  Norman,  glorying  but  in  might  and  guerre  ; — 
Known  among  his  foreign  kinfmen  as  Volnuxr,  le  petit  Tailleur; — § 
Now  fo  grafping,  haughty,  ftrifeful  :  were  but  this  one  man  alive. 
Then,  for  want  of  other  foeman,  Le  Tailleur  and  he  would  ftrive. 


*  The  found  caufed  by  the  tread  of  a  marching  army. 
t   Cheilcr. 

J  Gerboud,  the  Waggoner.      Accent  the  laft  fyllables. 
§  Volmar,  the  little  tailor.     Accent  the  lart  fyllables. 
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Thcfe  are  mounted,  clad  in  armour,  leading  on  ten  thoufand  near  : 
O'er  whofe  fhields  are  painted  tigers,  leopards,  heads  of  wolves  and  deer. 
On  the  fiery  fkipping  Marfhal's,  gilded  lions  fighting  rage ; — 
Oh,  this  little  tailor's  lions  have  become  fo  dread  with  age! — 


Now  they  come  to  Ergon's  dwelling !     'Tis  too  mean.     They  gallop  by. 
Seeing  yonder  wealthy  caftle,  towering  Hallentun,  fo  nigh  ; 
Leading  Ihaven-headed  archers, — drunken  loons  who  hoot  and  howl ; 
Follow'd  by  the  beak-helm'd  bowmen,  fpearmen  grim  in  iron  cowl. 

Now  the  terror-ftricken  Saxons,  running,  fhout  "  They  come  !  they  come!" 
Wailing  women,  wild  defpgiring,  hurry  aghaft  from  babe  and  home. 
Quaking  monks,  with  crofs  and  niiflal,  fleeing,  chant  or  fay  a  prayer. 
All  would  fhelter  at  yon  caftle, — find  a  home — They  know  not  where ! — 

Now  fee  yon  couch  :  where  poor  Melitha  lies ; 
With  kirtle  rent;  loofe  torn,  long,  golden  hair; 
With  cheek  fo  white ;  and  tearlefs,  foft,  blue  eyes 
Fixed  on  the  ground  in  fad,  cold,  death-like  ftare. 
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(Whereon  her  fliining  gems  and  rings  are  thrown) 

So  ftill,  fo  cahn  in  \voe,  fhe  gazes  there  : 

As  lovely  white-robed  image,  wrought  in  ftone, 

or  worn  out  Sorrow  tired  with  her  own  moan. — 

Now  Wilfrid  comes  to  her,  trembling,  pale  with  fear. 

He  bids  her  rife  and  flee  to  the  minfter  near. 

She  heeds  him  not,  nor  leems  to  hear  : — 

"  Hark,  O  lady  !  Flee,  O  flee !   They're  near  !  they're  near  ! — 

"  Heavens !  Now  at  the  porch  !  They're  here  !" 
See  !  Two  Normans,  ftamping,  enter ; — rufliing,  pafs  old  Wilfrid  by  ; — 
Stop  ; — now  gaze  where  Ergon's  darling  and  her  fallen  bright  gems  lie. 

One  takes  her  rings  up  while  his  fellow  feizes  her :  "  She's  mine !"  he  cries, — 
"  Unhand  her  quickly  !" — "  Never!  never!  He  who  tears  her  from  me,  dies!" 
Ha,  how  they  rufli  upon  each  other! — tiger-fiercely  rage  and  fight!-— 
But  lo  !  Gerboud,  their  mild  lord,  enters ;  follow'd  by  his  angry  knight : 
'Fol/'P'-''^  up  your  fwords!  Ye  drunken  varlets !  Norman  fo  'gainft  Norman  ?  Out ! 
I'll  have  you  hang'd, — I  will,  par  Gamm!  Swords  up!  What's  this  new 
ftrife  about?" 
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Gerboud  goes  by,  and  leaves  them  wrangling  there  ; — 

Stops,  feeing  her.     She  gazes  on  the  ground ; 

Nor  minds  him,  hears  not,  recks  of  nought  around. 

Our  Flemifh  Earl,  in  wonder,  eyes  the  fair. 

He  calls  the  monk  (who,  quaking,  kneels  afar ; 

And  dreads  to  come)  ; — begins  again  to  Hare  ; 

Nor  turns  away  till  ftartled  by  Volmar  : — 
<&tv.  "  Volmar." 

Wol.  "  Ha  !  Well,  fire  ?  Well  r" 

(©cr.  "  A  gentle  prize.     Doft  fee  ? 

Guard  thou  this  mourning  one  :  fhe  liketh  me, — " 
2^01.  "  She's  a  beauty,  par  Gamm! — too  good  for  thofe  Breton  boors ! 

I  came  in  time :  'twas  for  her  the  varlets  fought. 

/'//  mind  all  well, — /  will  :   reft  ;  think  of  nought. 

Take,  fire,  par  mariage  ou  par  amours." 
(gtr.  "  What  monk  is — " 
2^0l.  "  Quaking  kirtle  !" 

5!25{|.  "  O  be  meek  ! — 

Help,  faints !  O  faints  ! — Here,  kneeling, — " 
2jJoJ.  .        "  Up  !  Who's  fhe  ?" 
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WBlL  "  Earl  WoDENNOTH — his  daughter — " 
^OL  "His,  M?  Speak!" 

2iiIlL"0  fpareus!  fpare!" 
iBtl\  "Rife,  monk:  we'll  harm  not  thee. 

Tell  all  thou  know  of  this  fad  one  to  me." 
WiiL  "  Thanks,  my  good  lord  !" 

Woh  "  I'll  away.     I'll  leave  you  here: 

Chen  en  cqfyn  compaignie  ne  desire." 

Volmar's  away. — Gerboud,  ftill  gazing  yon. 
Hears  Wilfrid  tell  the  tale  of  love  and  woe. 
He  fighs  at  all;  but  fays  nought:  being  one 
That  locks  his  words  up  and  himfelf  with  them : 
Whom,  hence,  we  cannot  underftand  or  know. 
We  like  nought  thus ;  and,  where  fuch  is,  condemn ; — 
Call  our  new  Earl  "  Coldhearted,  dull,  and  flow." 
But  is  he  this? — or,  not? — His  deeds  will  fhow. 
I  tell  to  thee  what  others  tell  of  each. 


The  beings  of  the  world  doom  often  wrong, 
Defame,  and  fcorn: — What!  Shall  thofe  of  my  fong 
Ne'er  err  at  all  in  aught  they  work  or  teach? 
No  mortal  can:  think  not,  Volmar  will,  then. 
All  paintings  of  our  kin,  at  laft,  are  none. 
They  too  are  beings; — are  our  own  mind's  men: 
Who  wander  o'er  the  world  when  we  be  gone. 
Their  hearts  may  feem  as  ill  as  thine  to  ken; 
Their  deeds,  as  ftrange; — as  hard  to  con: — 

0ti\  ''  Is  named,  Melith  ?— Melith  :— Why  wilt  not  look?— 
I'll  marry  thee,  Melith  : — Give,  monk,  that  book: — 
I  fpeak  it  o'er  the  mifTal; — by  my  fword; 
And,  ere  the  fun  go  down,  will  keep  my  word." 
MlL  "  Heaven  blefs  you.  Earl!"— 
(Bn\  ''  But  fhe — fhe  anfwers  nought." 

OTlI.^O,  lady,  fpeak!"— 

(Btl\  "  'Twould  make  her  glad,  methought." 

Q  2 


22  8  (tfiiUit  iErcottUJOlU* 

»[lL"  Look,  lady!  Hear!  Ye  ftill  can  be  fo  bleft." 
:0[th  "  Leave — I  care  not." — 

(3tl\  "  Well.   Let  her  deep.   'Tls  bell. 

I'll  watch  heremy  young  wife ;— Hoo-ha !— I  too  need  reft.''' 


a    W^ttk 


after    t|)f    JWarriage. 


XXXV. 


(Bn\\l   (Si^nljaud  luxA  \\h   liinli{. 


'"pHE  wedding's  o'er.     It  was  a  gloomy  one. 
Though  hordes  of  Normans  revell'd  at  the  feaft. 
Now  Cefter's  Earl  is  lord  o'er  Hallentun  ; 
Butj  where  he  would  be  moft  fo,  is  it  leall; — 
Leaft  o'er  the  heart  which  poor-born  Ergon  won. 

That  little  thing  is  bow'd  not  with  his  might ; 

Nor  heeds  his  love — his  love,  which  thoufands  crave. 

Now  life  hath  nought  wherein  fhe  can  delight. 

The  whole  world  feems  to  her  one  deep  deep  grave  ;- 

Her  darling's  grave  o'er-gloom'd  with  endlefs  night. 
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Where  are  the  gems  and  rhigs  fo  lately  there? — 
The  fky-blue  hood? — fheen  orange  robe? — All  gone! 
Now  mournful  black  enrobes  this  grieving  fair : 
Which  makes  the  wannefs  of  her  cheek  more  wan ; — 
More  golden  bright,  each  playing  lock  of  hair. 


Ye  mind  how  they,  as  lord  and  captive,  met? 
He  holds  her  now  in  honour, — far  above 
Aught  elfe  below  ; — does  all  that  fhe  forget 
Dear  Erc  and  father; — pitying,  learns  to  love  ; 
And  hopes  that  time  may  make  her  kinder  yet. 


He  ne'er  was  gifted  with  the  balmy  fpeech, — 
The  craft  to  footh  or  heal  the  breaft  of  woe 
(Which  but  kind  Love  in  forrow  fchool'd  can  teach)  ;- 
Is,  fays  the  world,  coldhearted,  dull,  and  flow ; — 
The  grave  of  all  he  feels  and  all  may  know. 
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Now  raifed  above  himfelf,  he's  wont  to  fhow 
The  half-moon  neb,*  whofe  ends  would  reach  his  ears;- 
Up,  mighty  earl  !     [Le  Charretier's  below.) — • 
Would  gild  his  words  ; — likes  home     *     *     *  j- 
Gold  more  than  fame,  albeit  in  life's  beft  years. 

He  left  his  hearth  to  follow  toilfome  war, — 
Not  for  its  glory, — for  its  ftate  and  pelf. 
But  now  he'll  reft; — leave  all  to  kind  Volmar  : 
Who'll  plume  his  helmet  as  it  pleafe  himfelf. 
And  wield  the  fceptre  while  his  lord's  afar. 

He,  feated  yon  now  by  his  mourning  bride. 

Bids  her  be  glad :  while  tears  fteal  down  her  cheek, 

She  tries  in  vain  to  hide  : — 

<Bti\  Be  hearten'd,  good  Melith. — Mourn  not,  I  pray. — 
I  love  thee  well. — What  wilt  thou  have  us  do  ? — 
Cleave  now  to  me. — If  aught  here  fail  thee,  fay. 

*  Mouth.  t  MS.  is  liere  illegible.— Ed. 
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0ith  Thanks,  gentle  Earl : — Ye're  kind: — Unfar  from  here, 
Erc's  widow'd  mother  and  poor  fifter  dwell : 
On  whom,  in  thefe  fad  days  of  grief  and  fear. 
More  ill  might  fall.     If  aught  could  give  me  cheer, 
It  were  to  meet  them ;  for  I  love  them  well. — 
They  pine  fo  for  their  darling ; — Ah  !  they  do : — 
His  mother — Old  and  weak ! — Who'll  love  now  thee  ? — 
And  thee,  poor  fifter  ? — This  I  crave  of  you, — 
That  ye,  my  kind  lord,  let  them  dwell  with  me ; 
For  none  are  fafe  where  your  grim  Normans  be. 

(Bti\  Would'ft  have  them  here?  Well; — well,then,  I  will  fee. 

ilrl^I*  Now  poor  as  they,  I  have  nought  more  to  boon ; 

Nor  more  dare  afk :  who  had  nor  friends  nor  home ! 
Bid,  my  good  lord, — O  do  now  ! — bid  them  come  ; 
But  let  it,  if  thou  love  me,  be  done  foon. 

0tV*  Soon,  Dear, — Ay: — S^i  toft  donne,  deuz  fois  donne; 
VoLMAR  fays  oft.     Yes  :  I  can  bid — But  ftill, — 
Well,  come  with  me ;  and  tell  him  where  they  won ; 
For  he's  a  Gentil-man^ — 

iBcL  O  thanks  I   Let  us  go  ! — 

(SCl%  And  likes  to  do  my  lady's  will. — 

\Exeunt. 


XXXVl. 


Mlidoiu  gil(l;i  and  ^ctlii;id  arriui;  at  tin;  (![afitli;. 
®h4iil  Jitectiuu  luitli  Sadg  6ci|biirul 


'"pHE  poor  ones  come.  The  pale  bride  fees  them  near;- 
Now  meets  lame  Hilda; — makes  her  reft; 
And,  kifting  her, — for  Ergon's  fake  fo  dear! — 
Falls,  fobbing,  on  her  breaft. — 

0itL  Shed  out  thy  tears  o'er  me. — 
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iWotI)tr«  Erc  gone  for  aye! 

My  Ton !  Would  Heaven — My  Ton !  Oh,  this  at  laft ! 

My  hope,  my  life, — all  blighted  with  one  blafl! 

He,  the  poor  widow's — he,  her  only  ftay ! 
l^eLOh!  Oh!  What  woe!  My  father  gone! — all  gone! 

Mine  own  Erc's  Love!  Thou  poor  forlorn  dear  one! 
iI^0ti)n%Oh!  Had  I  looked  on  all, — could  I  have/d^^w 

My  darling  fall; — have  borne  him  off  the  ground; — 

Have  watch'd  his  dear  (^d-^r  blood  gufh  from  its  wound: 

His  end  were  not  fo  dreadful  as  I  ween; — 

So  grim  as  that  which  dark  Thought  fays  he  bore! 

To  leave  in  health;  and  come — Ah,  never  more! 

To  fleet  away  as  though  he  ne'er  had  been ! — 
JiHtLAh,  truth,  poor  Mother!— 
ilflOtfK n  'Tis  as  if  my  fon 

Had  died  a  thoufand  dreadful  deaths  in  one! 

I  afk  and  afk.  The  whole  world  moans  but  '^DeadT 

How  long  he  linger'd;— where  was  hurt;— none  know! 


*'Is  flain,  is  flain"  Dear  heart!  What  Httle  faid 
To  tell  us  fo  much  woe! — 

JfH^I.  My  father  too! — To  give  up  all  moft  dear! — 

Leave  friends  and  home!— leave,  bent  on  mighty  deeds, 
With  glorious  plans  for  many  a  coming  year! — 
;^OtfKr*I  built  up  all  my  hopes  on  that  dear  one; — 

My  foul's  delight!  I  gave  him  every  thought; — 
Lived  but  for  him!   Now  all — Oh,  all  is  gone! 
My  long  hard  life  has  been  for  nought! — 

ifHtL  What  mournful  death !  It  leaves  no  balm  behind ; — 
No  fond  laft  dying  look; — no  gloomy  cheer 
Of  having  help'd  when  moft  we  had  been  kind ; — 
No  grave  to  deck,  no-where  to  fhed  a  tear; — 
No  time  for  fweet  forgivenefs  of  aught  done, — 
To  mend  our  wrongs  with  love!  Ah!  yet,  as  then, 
I  hear  and  fee  them ; — fee  now  all  they  wore. 
They  feem  not  dead.  'Tis  as  if  both  were  gone 
To  far/«r  land; — will  come  ere  long  again: — 
Ah,  never  never  more! — 
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JWCltf)^^. Kind  caring  mothers!  Could  ye  but  forefee — 
Know  what  your  darhng  ones  may  come  to  be. 
How  heavy  were  your  burden! — 
Mth  Ah  !  Be  cheer'd,— 

iiflOtf)tr.  Nay !   If  ye  faw  their  tale  of  life  unfurl'd, — 

Saw  all  that  waits  them  in  this  tumbling  world. 
Your  heart  would  die  before  they  half  were  rear'd. 
iHtl.  I  fpurn'd  you  fo  that  day ; — Ah !  little  thought 

That  our  high  rank  would  go  fo  foon  to  nought; — 
That  I  fhould  foon  be  poor  as  ye  were  then: — 
Oh,  with  what  pride  I  walk'd  on  Ruin's  brink! — 
But  'twas  forgiven.  Why  fpeak  of  this  again? 
That  ill  deed  firfl  endear'd.   Thus  let  our  fin 
Teach  us  to  rue;  and  rue,  to  love  our  kin! — 
My  forrows  meeken; — weigh  my  mind  to  think; — 
Have  bow'd  the  heart  of  WoDEN'sdaughterthus; — 
Made  her,  ere  cheery,  deeply  mufe  and  ween. 
'Tis  woe  to  fee  what  time  can  make  of  us ! 
Where  nowis  thatwhich  Woden's  houfe  hath  been? 
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It  lies  with  all  its  glory  in  the  dull! — 
Blown  down  for  aye  by  one  ill  guft! — 
illOtf)Cr,My  darling  Erc! — What  bitter  throe  to  bear! — 
What  fleepless  nights  and  anxious  days  to  rear! 
What  forrow! — Ah,  what  never-ending  care! 
As  crowns  to  kings,  To  was  to  me  my  Dear! 
His  early  lifp — What  gladden'd  To  mine  ear! 
To  mark  his  little  ftep  ! — What  fweet  delight 
To  fee  him  in  his  firft  red  tunic  dight ! — 
Ha !  fee  my  darling  grow  from  year  to  year ! 
"  And  when  he's  grown  to  manhood"  I  would  fay 
"I  wonder  what  kind  maid  he'll  take  to  wife? 
"  How  happy  I  fhall  be  on  that  glad  day  !" 
But  now — Oh  !  Oh  !  'Tis  more  than  I  can  bide  ! 
'Twill  quench  my  flickering  lamp  of  life  ! — 
Had  it  pleafed  Heaven — If  I,  worn  out,  had  died; 
If  that  poor  helplefs  girl — But  Erg  !  My  fon  ! — 
In  all  life's  fulness  !  Erc,  my  darling  pride  ! — 
;0ld»  I  forrow  with  thee,  mourning  our  dear  one  ; — 

Yes,  mourning  as  that  kind  wife  would  have  done. 
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iiflOtO^r*  But  what  of  this  do  mighty  rulers  ken? 

Who  flack  the  reins  of  kingdoms  in  their  hold; 

Then  gamble  with  their  poorer  fellow-men, 

As  dicers  with  their  gold  ! — 
J^CL  Nay,  moan  not  more!  Look  up!  Am  I  not  thine? 

Now  all  your  wants  and  all  your  cares  are  mine. 

Come.    Lean  on  me.    Dear  mother!  Come  within. 
iH0tf)W\  In  this  I  know  your  goodnefs,  ethel  *  one  ! 

Without  your  help,  kind  lady, — 
i^^L  Nay,  have  done ! 

Call  LiTHA,  Daughter; — from  this  eve  begin: 

Our  forrows  make  us  all  akin. 
IBOtfter.  Ah,  blefs  thee !  blefs  thee !  Such  kind  love  from  thee  I 

To  care  for  us  poor  ones  when  ye  too  moan, — 

Are  laden  fo  with  forrows  of  your  own  ! 

'Tis  building  up  in  Heaven  what  aye  will  be. 

How  I  mifdeem'd!  Erg  well  might  love  thee  beft. 

I  caird  you.  Frond — Forgive  me  !  O,  be  bleft  ! 
IHfL  Now  come: — Take  time,  dear  Mother.  Lean  on  me. 

Come  to  thy  room,  and  reft. —  \Exeunt. 

*  Noble. 


XXXVII. 


lalhat  €{ilmmi  thinlin,  hi^  and  wilh. 


TiyHO  ftruts  with  fuch  an  awing  pace 
Before  yon  caftle-wall  ? — 

Ha !  now  I  fee  his  beardlefs  face. 
'Tis  lady-hke  and  fmall. 

He,  clad  in  fteel,  fo  bold  and  fheen, 

Is  yare  for  any  fhock. 
A  goodlier  blending  ne'er  was  feen 

Of  man  and  fighting-cock. 

R 
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The  fenefchal  is  come  to  know, — 
But  hear  ye  what  they  fay  : — 

^ttl*  I  bade  you  afk  the  Count — 

^OL  speak  up  !  Why  fpeak  fo  low? — 

0tn*  About  that  land — 

WOh  To  be  fure,  I  did,  man  ' — yefterday. 

^tlh  What  faid  he  ? 

WOL  Rubb'd  his  long  jaws, — ''JVe-e  wili/ee;" — 

"  M^e-e  ca-an  think  ofit,'' — what  he  always  fays  to  me. 

MtW.  Why,  hang  it ! 

WnL  Tes ;  he's  an  eafy  toll-loll.     He's  tall 

He  does  no  harm ; — when  that  is  faid,  'tis  all ; — 
Pays  what  he  owes;  does  what  he  muft  andfhould — 
What  Nature  makes  him  :  that's  his  mongrel-good ! 
Purfeo  ne  -parle  boef?  ^il  n'ad  ajjez  de  langue. 
There  is  no  kindling  his  cold  heart  and  head  ; — 
He  love!  He's  juft  the  fame.   Nought  melts  his  lead. 
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^tlU  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Woh  From  home. 

^tlX*  But  he  wanted  me: 

He  fays,  he'll  get  me — 
Woh  Gtt  t\itQ.  fiddlededee  ! 

He's  gone  to  Cefter,  man  ; — lolls  there  all  day. 
When  his  Good  comes,  we're  old  or  turn'd  to  clay. 
Ere  I  live  thus  with  him,  I'll  fee  Kim.  far. 
I'll  make  the  world  foon  hear  who  is  Volmar  ! — 
I  will,  par  Gamm  ! — What  Saxon  dog  there — Ho ! 
I'll  have  thee  hang'd; — thee,  varlet!  Pack  and  go! 
What  wilt  here  ? 
^,  3-...   \  Ah!  Unloofe  me,  lord!  and  I — 

^OL  What,  Have!— What  wilt  thou  ?  Prate  out,  thief,  or  die ! 
^tljt'On*  Hold,  lord !  Icome— I  feekCHiLDE  Ergon's  mother; 
Bear  tidings — 
Woh  Tidings,  fcout  ? 

^ajt'OU*  Yes ;  of  her  fon, — 

R  2 
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Ib^oL  A  flate's  off //y  roof.  Whence  art  thou^  Homefpun? 
^<l)l*On»  I  was  his  bandfman ; — reach'd  my  houfe  laft  night, — 

'YJtH*  Fool !  Ergon's  dead. 
^ajTOlU  He  fell  not  in  the  fight. 

He  lives  near  Dover,  in  a  gaol  there ; — 

UoL  Who— 

Who  told  thee  that  ? 
;t>n)l'Cin»  1  know  it — 

ITOL  Ha?  If  true?— 

Set  thy  mind's  fmithy  well  to  work,  Volmar  ! — 
Win  our  dear  lady  ? — and  fo  win  him  too  ? — 
If  fhe'd  think  well  of  me? — I  have  it!  He's  won! 
He'll  give  me  then  what  I  want  at  Hallentun ! — 
Come  thou, — Senefchal,go.  Enough  of  that  to-day! 
Here !  follow  me,  Saxon  !    This  way  ! — 

\Exeunt. 


XXXVIII. 


^tl,  T  BADE  VoLMAR  guard  well  your  houfe.  'Tisdone. 
Then  ftay  with  us.   Ye're  fafe  at  Hallentun. 

iWotfter.VoLMAR— 

^Ol.  (Enuring.  J  Well?  What's  he  done  now? — I  heard 
his  name. 
If  any  fpeak  of  him,  it  is  to  blame. 
How  fares  my  lady? 
^th  Better,  fir,  to-day. 

^DI.  Who  fpoke  of  me,  then.? — Let  this  lily-hand, — 


246  Cf)illie  isrronljuoltr. 

In  homage  kifT'd, — as  fceptre,  o'er  us  fway: 

What  ye  would  have  your  fervant  do,  command. 

i^lf L  Thanks,  fir,— 

^Ol.      What's  wrong  with  that  whidow  ? — Breton  fools ! 

They've — Rack  it! — They've — If  I  had  now  my 

tools, — 

itlOtlKr*This  knight  drives  hard  to  cheer. 

JileL  Ah!  ftrives,  'tis  true; — 

Not  to  pleafe  us,  but  fhow  what  he  can  do. 

iW0tf)U\He  fpeaks  our  tongue  as  folk  of  other  land; — 

Blends  with  it  words  I  cannot  underftand. 
Ji?ld*It  is  new  Englifh. 

ifttOtOtr*  Yea,  forfooth,  'tis  new; — 

^Ol, They've   fpoil'd   the— Fools!— They've— I  can't 

fix  it  now. 

iirltL  Leave  it,  kind  fir, — 

"fc^Ol*  It  makes  fuch  a  deuced  row! 

I've  brought  you  here— You  like  flowers,  eh  ?  I  knew— 

Some  rofes; — fweeter,  I'll  take  my  oath,  ne'er  grew. 
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Ifyou'davafejI'dfill— Ha!  fee  l/iere^  there's  one;— 

Why,  it's  broken! — Well : — Ay : — Well: — How's 
that  ?  That'll  do  ! 

Ebf 
iWrL        Thanks,  fir,— 
ITOI  Eb-^ 

iifleL  'Tis  fweet. 

moh  Ay.   Mother  thought. 

Her  Volmy  was  the  man  to  garnifh  aught; — 

Dear  foul  fhe  was!  But,  lady,  you're  fo  fad. 
"  Petit  a  -petit  y  roijeau  fait  Jon  nid.'^ 

You'll  find  us  hated  Normans  not  fo  bad; — 

Nay,  rack  that  old  wnidow! — Mother  mourns  fo  too. 

I  call  you,  Mother:  mine  was  fo  like  you. 

Some  people  told  you  that  your  fon  was  flain; 

But  it  ftrikes  mey  you'll  fee  him  foon  again; — 
iMcLWhy?    How? 
i¥lOtf)n**  Ah,  never! 


248  <fftliltre  iSrroiiUJOltr* 

ll^OU  Never?  I  fay  as  I  faid: 

It  ftrikes  me  forcibly,  Ercon  is  not  dead; — 

iHcL  But  why,  fir?  Why? 

^Ol»  Well!  Since  I  have  begun, — 

It's  not  a  tale  I'd  tell  to  every  one; — 
Not  for  the  Count.  What  he  could  cleave  in  two; — 
Twice  grind  and  fwallow; — might,  perchance j  be  true. 
However,  for  your  good,  I'll  tell  it  you. — 
E'er  fince  I  was  a  child  in  Normandie, 
A  little  animal  has  follow'd  me. 
It  follows  fome, — in  millions,  maybe,  one; 
And  then  but  when  a  good  work  fhall  be  done. 
'Tis  four-legg'd,  little, — juft  about  the  cat's  fize; — 
Has  fnowy  locks:  which, like  white  filk,  long  hanging, 

fall. 
But — what,  my  lady,  is  moll  ftrange  of  all — 
It  has  a  baby's  face  with  large  black  eyes, — 
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A  lovely  baby's!    I'll  take  my  oath,  it's  true! 
My  head  on  that! 

JHtL  But  what  has  it  to  do 

With  Erconwold? 

WOh  Why,  if  you'll  liften,  I'll  fhow,— 

But — Rack  that  old  window! — fhaking,clattering  fol — 
It  has  to  do.     Well  known  in  Normandie, 
'Tis  call'd,  LetIche.     It  always  follows  me; 
Yet  rarely  fhows  itfelf; — then  but  at  night. 
And  moft  ere  Chriftmas  Eve  in  full-moon's  light. 
Now,  as  it  comes, — Mind !  it  never  was  caught, — 
I'm  fuddenly  ftruck  with  difmal  dreadful  thought; — 
Then  hear  the  woeful  moans  of  that  fad  one; 
And  cannot  reft  till  all  it  wants,  be  done. 
Laft  night,- — Now  liften! — ftartled  from  my  fleep, 
I  paced  about ;  and  fear'd — I'd  fain  know,  what! 
Fear,  fince  my  baby-hood,  has  been  forgot. 
At  laft,  I  heard  it  come ; — flow,  foftly,  creep ; — 


Then  lightly  ruftle, — It  darted  from  under  my  bed, 

Swift  as  an  arrow,  over  the  moonlit  room ! 

I  fought  it  long ;  but  found  it  not.     'Twas  fled. 

But  then  I  heard,  as  out  of  hollow  tomb, 

A  deep  fad  moan.     At  laft,  it,  whining,  faid : — 

"  Tell  thy  good  lady,  Ercon  is  not  dead  !" 

|Bd*  Where  living,  then  .?     It  told  thee  nothing  more? 

'Woh  Nothing,  my  lady.     It  won't  tell  all  before. 
It  comes  the  firft  time  but  to  ftir  the  mind  ; 
Then  vaniflies  ;  yet  leaves  me  power  behind 
To  call  it  up  once  on  the  following  day. 
Mark  !  after  that,  I  have  no  more  to  fay. 
But,  in  that  while,  'twill  either  tell  or  fliow. 
By  words  or  viiion,  all  I  choofe  to  know  ! — 

YfOh  What's  IV/iat  .^   Fi/wn  .?  I  cannot  teach. 

If  you  can't  comprehend,  your  Saxon  fpeech. 
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Now,  when  my  eyes  are  with  a  kerchief  bound, 
I'll  anfwer  where  Childe  Ergon  may  be  found  ; 
I'll  tell  you  what  a  fpirit  cannot  tell, — 
I  will,  par  Gamm  ! 

Why,  that  were  wondrous  wife  ! 
"UoL  I  b'lie-ve  you  !   Few  are  gifted.     Bind  my  eyes. 
Here,  take  this  kerchief,  lady  ;  tie  it  well. 
LetIche,  when  I  can't  get  a  glimpfe  of  day, 
Will  come  unfeen  ;  and  teach  me  what  to  fay. 
i'iflOtlKr^But  that  were  witching — 

l:7ClI«  Witching,  my  granny  hood  I 

Letiche  is  white, — a  fpirit  but  of  Good. 
Don't  think,  I'm  one  of  Old  Nicneven's  crew. 
ifKotI)0r»What  wondrous  things  thefe  fremmed  *  folk  can 
do!— 
JHtL  There,  it  is  tied. 
'YJoh  I  fee  nought.      Lead. — 

■   Foreign. 


252  i!T!)illic  4!?rronUJollr. 

iBtL  Sit  here.— 

"tJoI* Inquire  now: — O  Letiche,  Letiche,  come  near! 

;(HtI*I  am  afraid — 

"irJoh  Dread  not. 

l^fL  Then,— Where  is  he  ? 

IJCiL  Letiche!  Letiche!  Letiche! — Ha!  now  I  fee; — 
The  cHff  of  Dover  moves  before  my  eyes  ; — 
Ha  !  now  a  prifon.      In  it — What  is  there  ? — 
A  pale  knight  gazing  at  a  lock  of  hair  ; — 

i^tl  O  Saints  !— 

Uol.  On  bed  of  ftraw — Ay;  yon  he  lies: — 

iJBctl^rr.I  trow  not! — 

'fcToI.  Ah,  what  chains!  I  hear  them  clafli; — 

His  arm  in  fling ! — His  brow  with  bloody  gafli ! — 
A  book  is  there  ; — Stay  ! — O'er  the  back  of  it, — 
"Childe" — E-R-c-o-N.  "Childe  Ercon"  's  Writ. 
What  fays  he?  Hark! — "Dear  dear  Melith!" 
he  cries; — 
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MtL  O  quick !  I  muft  know  it !  Whom  fhall  I  bid  ?  O  feek ! 
2:JoU  What  more  would  you  have? 
iJrUL  Enough!  Enough!  Sad?  Weak? — 

Bound  in  a  dark  gaol  ?  Wounded  ? — Send  to  me — 
But  how — What  fhall  I  do!  My  lord — Where — 
Where  is  he  ? 
WOL  At  Cefter,  lady.     He'll  be  Toon  at  home, — 
;^th  Oh,  thou  canft  go  !  Why  wait  till  he  may  come? 
<[JClL  'Tis  juft  to  tell  him,  lady.      Bid  him  fend 

To  Count  Dis What's  his  name?  He's  our  old 

friend ; — 
But  he's  the  man  to  fet  him  free — 
:^\tl  Ah!  Where— 

To  wait  fo  long,  while  Erc  is  pining  there! 
Woh  r4/?^^  J  "Volmar's  no  fool,"  all  after  M/j  will  fay! 
fBcL  O  Mother,  if  'twere  true ! 
fHotfKr.  •     Ah,  child!   Ah,  nay! 

iilcL  Oh,  true  or  falfe,  he's  loft  now — loft  to  me  for  aye ! — 
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"i^OU  Both  weeping  ? — Ah ! — This  ought  to  melt  his  Flemijfh 
lead: — 
If  that  fool  fhould  tell  another  what  he  faid  ? — 
I'll  after  him  quick!  If  he — I'll  break  his  head!  (14) 

[ExiL 


XXXIX. 


i;hi{   6a0l  \\^'d\\   gctiur. 


T   OOK  through  the  narrow  chink  in  that  dread  tower. 
Look  down  ; — How  deep  !  There  is  enough  of  Hght, 

That  fetter'd  man  within  may  fee 
Thofe  grim  black  walls  ;  and,  while  they  deathful  lower, 
Mind  that  God's  earth  without  is  funny  bright ; — 

That  others  wander  free. 

And  while — But  who  is  that  fad  wailing  one  ? — 
What  mournful  fhape  ? — It  leans  there  'gainft  the  wall. 
'Tis  fome  poor  man — fome  wounded  knight 
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Weigh'd  down  with  forrow,  fetter'd,  woe-begone ; 
With  drooping  head  :  whence  fable  trefles  fall 
O'er  cheek  fo  funk  and  white. 


His  left  arm  hanging  down,  the  right  is  tied 
With  gory  fling.     A  kerchief  binds  his  brow. 
He  gazes  on  the  ground  in  fad  deep  mufe, — 
Ha !  fuddenly  draws  a  dagger  from  his  fide  ! — 
He  holds  it  forth  ! — What  will  he  with  it  now, 
When  life  is  nought  to  lofe  ! — 


He  tries  its  point ! — That  weapon  foon  can  heal 
His  pining  wounds  ; — foon  eafe  him  of  all  care  ; — 
Break  every  fetter  ; — launch  him — Now  he  goes  ! — 
Is  near  the  bench  ! — now  takes  that  dreadful  fteel ! — 
Lo,  carves  a  darling  name — ''  Melitha" — there  ; 
And  fighs  o'er  it  a  prayer. 
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So  loft,  ye  think,  are  fuch  as  look  iinbleft  ! 
Ye'd  afk  what  they  can  love,  or  care  about  ? 

Who  rules  great  worlds,  rules  them  and  him. 
How  heavenly  hope  gleams  ftill  in  his  poor  breaft  ! 
It  is  a  better  fun  than  that  without  ;— 

Shines  bright  when  all's  fo  dim. — 

That  name  is  carved. — He  fecks  the  bed  of  ftraw  ; — 
Falls  on  it,  weary,  fighing; — tries  to  reft ; 
And  dream  away  the  long,  long,  forrow-hour. 
Yon  is  that  Ergon  whom  we  lately  faw 
So  happy  neftling  in  his  lady's  breaft, 
Love-lull'd  in  rofy  bower. 


He  knows  not  that  Earl  Wodennoth  is  ftain  ; 

Ne'er  weens,  the  foe  could  reach  dear  Hallentun  : 
But  thinks,  it  foon  will  have  to  flee, — 
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Soon  overcome,  hie  quickly  home  again  ; — 
That  Haflings  loft,  were  not  all  England  won  ;- 
That  worfe  could  never  be. 


And  this,  in  very  deed,  too  muft  have  been 
If  each  had  loved  his  father-land  as  well : 

The  foe  were  never — Now  he  fpeaks  :- 

"  What  is  wafte  ? — or,  fairy-land  ? 
Both  were  like  if  wanting  thee  I 
All  without  that  little  hand, — 
All  on  earth  were  nought  to  me ! 

"  Lower,  dark  Walls  !  I  was  before. 
Far  from  her,  as  lone  as  here  ; — 
Should  not  like  a  palace  more. 
If  my  darling  were  not  near  ! 


<!rj)iltir  c?rronu)ollr,  259 

"  If  not  where  that  dear  one  be, — 
If  from  her,  what  matter  where  ? 
Heaven  would  feem  no  heaven  to  me, 
Were  my  Life  of  Hfe  not  there  ! — 

"  Look  here  on  this  wither'd  flower ! — 
Touch'd  by  her,  thou  dill  art  bleft  !— 
Ah  !  In  what  a  blifsful  hour, 
Wert  thou  ftolen  from  her  breaft  ! — 

"  Thou  too,  Lock  ! — Erg's  only  cheer  ! — 
Were  I  but  where  thou  haft  lain  ! — 
Shorn  away  from  thofe  lo  dear, 
Wilt  thou  fly  to  them  again  ? — 

"  Fly  !  and  bring  my  Love  to  me  ; 

Tell  her  how  I  forrow  here  ; — 

Ah  ! — But  wherefore  mourn  to  thee  ? 

She  is  ever,  ever,  near  ! — 

s  2 


s6o  iiirrjatie  istronujoitr, 

"  Senfelefs  I  was  borne  away 
From  the  deathful  battle-field; — 
Heard  of  nought  before  to-day, 
When  my  felling  gafh  was  heal'd. — 

*'  Ye,  hard  Fetters,  cannot  bind  ! — 
Gloomy  Walls !  fcowl  down  and  lower  : 
Ergon  dwells  in  heart  and  mind. 
Near  his  lady's  rofy  bower ! 

*'  But— If  falfe  ?— Saints  !  Never  !  No  ! 
Down,  O  fiendifh  Elf !  Begone  ! — 
Two  that  love  each  other  fo. 
Are,  and  muft  abide,  but  one  !  — 

"  LlTHA  ! LiTHA  !" 


Sleep  ends  his  wild  love's  ftrain. 
He  lives  once  more  in  fleeting  realms  of  blifs  : — 
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Sees  glorious  Merfey  ; — wanders  free. 
Nigh  happy  home,  with  his  dear  Love  again  ; — 
With  his  Melitha  ; — her  that  was — not  isj 

And  yet  will  ever  be. — 

We'll  leave  thee,  Erc,  in  world  that  Fancy  fways  ; 
To  find  yet  there  what  was  in  this  real  one, — 

Was  that  itfoon  might  never  be! 
Wake  not  to  mourn:  dreams  were  thy  happiell  days; — 
But  dreams  of  her  at  Saxon  Hallentun, 

When  our  dear  land  was  free ! — 


XL. 


ii  piiMst   (ffntnifj  Uxt   6a0l 


n!- 


IJtif  ft*  jyj  AY  Heaven,  in  mercy,  watch  o'er  thee,  my  Ton 
Art  thou  afleep  ? — 
ijJrr.  Ha!  Who?— 

IDrirft.  Arife. 

^tc*  Who's  there  ? 

Ilrtf ft«  A  friend  that  comes — 

iiSl'C,  A  friend  ? — from  Hallentun  ? 

Say !  What — Our  Earl — what  tidings  doft  thou  bear  ? 
'^ticXt*  Poor  raving  man  !     Is  every  fenfe  fo  dead  ? 
My  cope  fhould  tell — 
a^K,  Keep  not  a  word  from  me  ! 
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^rifft*  1  ne'f r  faw  Hallentun,  nor  ken  I  thee ; 
But,  yefterevCj  in  Dover,  heard  it  faid : 
That  thou,  fo  famed  for  deeds  at  Stamford  fight, 
Wert  pining  here.   Seefl  not  this  alb  ? — this  White? 
d^rC,  Ha  !     Holy  father  !    At  thy  feet, — Forgive  ! 

|3l"iCft»  Arife,  my  fon  :  arife. — I  bring  thee  here — 

An  oaten  cake ;  and  there — good  wine  to  cheer : 
But  moft  am  come  for  that  \\vj  foul  may  live 
And  drink  the  water  of  eternal  life  ; — 
(Sit*  What,  lioly  man  !  already  doom'd  to  die  ? 

^3riCft»  No  more  than  others  in  this  deathful  ftrife ; — 
Than  he,  the  Keeper,  there ; — no  more  than  I. 
We  walk  thus  through  the  palace  or  the  gaol. 
To  gladden  fufFcring  man.      Now,  for  thy  weal, 
J  come  to  thee ;  left  Hope,  grown  weary,  fail. 
For  into  thefe  fad  homes,  where  gloom  and  want 
Caft  down  the  foul,  the  fiend  delights  to  fteal ; 
And  work  eternal  bale. 
Crr*  Ah  !     What  can  ftill  in  me  this  anxious  fear ! — 
This  endlefs  longing  after  all  fo  dear  ! — 
Ah  !   all  fo  nigh — in  mufing,  ever  feen  ; 


iTfjUUc  i^rroiiUJOltJ,  265 

Yet  far  as  though  wide  oceans  roird  between  ! 
Thefe  fetters  grieve  ;  but  hope  and  fear  at  ftrife — 
This  pining  yearning  love  wears  out  my  Hfe  ! 

Prirft»Our  bleffed  Healer,  Who  redeem'd  all  men, 

Will  break  t/iofe  bonds :  to  Whom  moft  thou  art  dear. 
He  looks  from  Heaven  down  on  thy  sufferings  here. 
Delight  and  hope  in  Him.     Thus  find,  till  then, 
A  fweet  reviving  in  this  home'of  forrow. 
All  turns  to  Good.     Gloom  not  with  anxious  fear. 
Let  each  fad  day  truft  in  the  coming  morrow : 
Our  heavenly  Lord  is  ever  near. 
(j^rr*  Thefe  kind  words,  father,  ought  to  hearten  me. 

PriCft*  Moft  joys  are  forrow-born.     Glad  end  will  be. 
Oft  Woe  thus  cradles  Weal.     In  after-years. 
We  reap  the  Good  now  fown  with  toil  and  tears. 
Thus  heroes  'mid  the  crowd  (ftill  all  unknown 
But  to  themfelves),  in  forrow,  poor,  and  lone. 
Brood  mighty  deeds; — toil,  hoard  up  ftrength  to  rife. 
Thus  banifh'd  kings,  caft  down  and  taught  to  moan, 
Find  Good  in  rue  to  win  again  their  throne. 
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Bear  all,  then,  for  thy  weal :  in  fufferlng  lies 

Oft  that  we  need  to  make  us  great  or  wife. 
(0rc*  Thefe  are  right  words  to  bid  me  forrow  lefs. 

And  fhould  upheave  my  foul  from  wretchednefs. 

But  I'd  fain  know,  why  yet,  by  Norman  will, 

Thefe  hard  links  bind? — how  long  they'll  do  fo  ftill? 

Was  Haftings  loft  ? 
^3ncft*  Ah!  thence  our  woes  are  fprung. 

(25rr»  What  bedlings*  let  them  further? 
^3riKt*  Know'ft  not? 

(Bl'U  Nought. 

None  will  come  hither.  Whence  could  I  learn  ought? 

My  Norman  keepers  cannot  fpeak  our  tongue. 
|3ncft  Wert  thou  not  there? 

a^VU  Yes,  as  the  fight  began; 

But  fince  have  eyed  nor  fun  nor  living  man. 

I  foon  was  fell'd  ; — came  here  again  to  life. 

What  tidings  of  our  king  ? 
^n'cft.  Ah,  dreadful  ftrife  ! 

Oh,  bitter  day  !     Some  tell  that  he  was  flain  ; 

*  Weak  efFcminate  perfons. 
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But,  then,  his  corfe  is  no-where  found. 
Far  more  believe,  he  fled  to  come  again ; — 
To  meet  the  Duke  on  other  ground ; — 
Is  gathering  might  afar  to  fnare  the  foe, — 
Some  think,  at  York.     'Tis  hard  to  fay : 
'Tis  paft  all  finding  out ;  for  none  can  know 
What  has  been  done  fince  that  ill  day. 
The  Duke  went  fouthward  hence  fome  weeks  ago; — 
Left  Normans  here :  who  keep  our  town  in  hold. 
We  truft,  the  king  will  drive  them  foon  away. 
Such  wondrous  tales  of  all  are  feign'd  and  told, 
Although  'tis  death  to  tell  our  mind. 
Now  Dover  is  fo  trampled  down  and  grieved 
By  routs  whom  William  left  behind. 
We  pray  that  Harold  come  to  fet  us  free ; 
And,  as  all  wifh  it  moft,  'tis  moft  believed 
That  this  will  be. 
(0rr»  Then  he'll  unfetter  me  ! 

Then,  Hallentun  !— then  back  to  thee  ! 
|3n'ert*  I  muft  now  leave  thee.    Peace  to — Ha !  I  forgot — 
Two  more  will  come  to-day  to  fhare  thy  lot. 
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C?Vf. Two  more  will  come? 
IJirifft.  They'll  Toon  be  here,  I  ween. 

We  call  one,  Sturla  ; — Heed  me.      Roufe  ! 
(i^rr.  Ah!  Well? 

What  is  he,  father  ? 
IJvifft,  That  were  hard  to  tell. 

'Tis  far  more  light  to  prove  what  he  hath  been. 
<!5rf»  And  both  are  Englifh  ? 
IJlHeft.  Even  fo,  my  fon  ; 

But  fuch  as  walk  not  their  good  fathers'  way ; — 
Were  born  a  thoufand  years  before  their  day  ; — 
Outlandifh  Englifh.      Ah,  our  race  is  run : 
Our  Holy  Church  goes  down  for  aye  ! 
(L-rr«  What  were  their  ill  deeds  ? 
|3rif  ft.  Foreign  fpeech  and  climes — 

Outlandifh  wonts  have  made  them  what  they  are. 
Since  they  came  home,  they've  lived  fo  ajar 
With  all  that  is; — with  their  own  felves  and  times: 
Aye  ftirring  up  our  land  to  mental  war. 
IL-rr. He  dwells  in  Dover? 
iJvirft.  Yes.     Both  have  been  there — 

Eight  years,  I  heard, — or,  fince  they  ceafed  to  roam. 
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They  were  before  in  every  land  at  home ; — 
Roved  far  and  wide ; — lived  here  or  anywhere. 
This  Sturla  was  at  firft  a  Mercian  prieft  ; — 
Crtf*  He  knows,  then,  Hallentun  ! — 
llri^ft*  But  loft  erelong 

His  alb  and  church  for  having  done  fome  wrong. 
He  liked  fo  well  to  riot  and  to  feaft. 
He  then  tried  every  craft ;  but  fail'd  in  all. 
Then  roved  to  Denmark,  Frankenland,and  Rome; — 
Return'd  at  laft  to  teach  us  fools  at  home. 
Some  trow'd  that  he  had  feen  Garita's  Wall.  (15) 
And,  as  the  folk  of  Dover  heard  him  fpeak 
The  many  tongues  'twixt  PVankifh  and  old  Greek, 
All  marvell'd  fo !  Some  ween'd  that  it  was  done 
By  crafty  working  of  hell's  Evil  One. 
.    He  then  wrote  fongs;  but  foon  forfook  the  mufe  ;  — 
Became  a  Criticus — a — What  is  it  ? — 
We  have  no  word  ; — and  penn'd,  with  biting  wit, 
What,  in  outlandifh  tongue,  be  call'd  Reviews. 
But,  lo!  the  Normans  came.  He  fear'd  for  nought ; — 
Strove  with  them  too ; — did  as  he'd  ever  wrought ; — 
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Wrote,  with  moft  gaily  pen,  farcaftic  verfe 
On  Norman  lords.  This  made  them  pang  us  worfe. 
For  this  they  had  him  caught. 
(BVt*  What  little  crime  !  Our  woes  will  make  us  one. 
He  may  have  heard  good  things  of  Hallentun. 

|3riCft*  His  life's  great  game  is  loft  :  its  fweets  are  gall : 
His  only  glee  is  now  to  fneer  at  all. 
Full  oft,  with  wounding  gibe  and  laughing  grin. 
He  doles  out  truth; — tears  off  the  veil  of  fin: 
But  never  heeds  if  Good  or  Evil  win. 
(Bvt*  Ah  me  ! — Poor  man  ! 

^3ritft*  Grieve  not  for  him,  my  fon; — 

Nay,  rather  learn  to  fear  this  baneful  one : 
Whofe  adder-tongue  and  evil-brooding  mind 
Strive  but  to  fhow  the  weaknefs  of  his  kind. 
He  fpies  the  wounds  of  all  to  lay  them  bare ; 
And  looks  on  nought,  however  good  or  fair, — 
On  nought  in  this  wide  world,  unlefs  to  find 
The  Bad  that  may  be  there. 
(Bit*  It  is  a  fick  mind's  ailing  ; — fome  men's  way  : 
Whofe  heart,  yet  meaning  well, — 
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|)rif  ft.  Ha  !  Nay,  Ton  ;  nay  ! 

As  bees  feek  honey,  fo  his  evil  mood 
Seeks  everywhere  the  Bad  ;  but  leaves  the  Good. 
He'd  chide  the  rofe  for  being  oft  fo  red  ; 
And  make  it  brown  or  purple,  if  he  could. 
More  in  his  mien,  than  in  his  words,  is  faid : 
Which,  as  he  drawls  them,  are  as  adder-flings. 
Heed  not  this  evil  one ;   nor  mind  his  fpite. 
Or  aught  he  ween  in  hate,  to  priefts  and  kings. 
He  is  a  laughing,  wafpifh,  fneering  wiglit ; 
Who  loves  to  fay  but  bitter  things. 
Crrf .  I  heed  all,  holy  man,   Howe'er  he  jeer, 

His  words  will  never  reach  mine  inward  ear. 
It  hearkens  but  to  that  my  fad  heart  fay 
Of  home  and — one  fo  loved  ! — fo  far  away  ! 

llJrifft«His  wit  might  fhame,  were  his  own  deeds  the  bcft. 
His  truths  might  teach,  if  faid  to  better  us. 
But  who  will  mind  while  he,  in  that  he  does. 
Is  ever  light  and  drunken  as  the  reft  ? — 
While  he,  great  preacher  !  is  as  weak,  as  blind, 
As  fond  of  our  ill  world,  as  any  one  ? 
And  would  but  fhine  in  all  things  faid  or  done, — 


272  <!rf)iltif  l5rroiiU)oIti. 

But  plume  himfclf  and  boaft  his  own  great  Jiiitul. 

Heed,  then,  my  words;   left  thou  too  go  liis  way. 

Shun  him,  my  Ton  ! 
(f5rr»  I  care  for  nought  he  fay. 

Were  crowds  around,  yet  I  fliould  dwell  alone; — 

Should  rove  afar  in  world  that  is  mitie  own. 
^3rirft.  I  ken  his  fellow,  Montogildas,  leaft. 

ITc  was  a  monk  while  Srinu, a  was  a  pricft  ; 

And,  with  his  mate,  liked  more  the  hrinmiing  bowl, 

I'he  midnight-revel,  fong  of  drunken  glee, 

Than  mafs  and  rood  or  caring  for  his  foul ; — 

Caft  off  his  cowl  to  live  and  riot  free : — 
"  Thus  gave  up  endlefs  life  for  this  frail  day  I — 

Then,  growing  wealthy,  rambled  with  his  mate; — 

Became  as  worldy  wife.      Both  fared  one  way  ; — 

Mult  now  abide  one  fate. 
(!5VU  Yet,  father,  I  have  heard  but  of  their  ill. 

Is  nought  of  Good  left  in  them  ftill  ? 
^Drirft*  The  world  dooms  rightly  here,  albeit  unkind. 

1  fpeak  in  fecret, — not  to  hurt,  I  leaven  knows! 

I^ock  up  thefe  words,  as  treafures,  in  thy  mind  ; 


Keep  them  from  :ill  as  that  nu)il  tlear. 
Both  have  one  friend  yet  'mid  a  world  of  foes ; — 
An  earl  whom  Sturla  knew  in  Baldwin's  Land.  * 
He  came  with  Count  DisArd.    They  have  no  fear; 
But  hope  that  his  kind  helping  hand 
Redeem  them  foon  from  here. 

They  well,  indeed,  may  hope;   for  Count  Disaro 
Has  kindly  boon'd,  I  heard,  that, — once  a  day. 
Both  leave  the  gaol  to  walk  a  little  way, 
Kept  under  Norman  guard; — 
That  both  here,  as  at  home,  have  hearty  cheer ; 
And  bring  whate'er  they  like  in  food  or  drink. 
I  fliw  without  their  books,  lamji,  other  gear; — 
Nay, — what  is  word:  of  all — their  pen  and  ink. — 
Thou  would'ft  be  glad,  methought,  (o  learn  all  this: 
'i'hou  may'll  walkout  with  them. —  }'l-1  fdeiit,  Ion? 
On  what  art  mufing  ? — 
(Ql'(^  Holy  man  !   What  is — ? 

11a!   Thanks  for  thefe — 1  was  at  Hallentiui. 

'     l''I;iiuIcTs. 
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^3rifft*Thou  canft  rove  out  with  them. 

ClT*  Ah,  thanks  to  thee  ! 

But  what  were  blooming  fields  around  ? — 

What,  faireft  paradife  to  me  ? — 

What,  all  the  world  while  thus  I'm  bound  ? — 

Thus  know,  I  breathe  not  free  ? 

Clear  lake  were  but  as  noifome  ftream ; 

Sweet  flowery  valley's  hill  would  Teem 

Like  dungeon-wall  of  tyrant-foes  ; 

While,  wither'd,  droop'd  the  full-blown  rofe ; 

And  the  merry  fong  of  free  ones  near 

Fell  like  death-knell  o'er  mourner's  ear. 

Oh !  What  can  pang  the  lofty  foul — 

So  caft  it  down — as  this  dire  thought  ? 

That  man  muft  walk  by  man's  control ; — 

That  Heaven's  free  breath  is  fold  and  bought ! 

As  keen  froft  nips  the  bloomful  tree, 

So  this  grim  thought  chills  all  in  me ; 

Blighting  each  hope  as  it  drives  to  be ! — 
pn'eft  Whence  ihall  I  help  while  all  is  fo  caft  down  ?— 

1  cannot  fend  unto  thy  home  for  thee  ; 

For  none  dare  enter,  none  dare  leave,  the  town  ; — 
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Ha,  hark  !  They  come  !   I  hurry — Be  ware  ! 
(Bit*  I  will,  good — 
^3n'eft.  Hate  whom  the  Holy  hate  ! — 

This  dun-brow'd  Sturla  with  his  mate. 
He  ftoops  ; — is  lean  ;  has  fleek  black  hair, 
Long  hanging  ;  is  outlandifh  dight : — 
Wears  golden  cap  with  raven-feather  ; 
Short  yellow  cloak  and  tunic,  bright 
But  recklefs  hanging,  loofe,  and  wide  ; — 
Has  long  hofe  bandaged  with  red  leather  ; 
And  dagger  dangling  at  his  fide : — 
But  away ! — Live  well !  Heaven  guard  thee,  my  Ton, 
From  the  craft  and  bane  of  the  Evil  One  ! — 

\_ExiL 
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Here  the  MS.  is  illegible. — Ed. 
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Are  thefe  poor  men  as  bad  as  he  would  prove  ? — 
Ah!  fuch  muft  ne'er  have  known  kind  meekennig  love. 
He  hates  them  fo.     How  fweeter  is  the  fin — 
How  eafier  done  ! — of  loving  well  our  kin  ! 

*  -;ic-  *  *  *  '  # 

****** 

Love,  near  that  one,  was  heavenly  joy  below  ; 
And  now,  without  her,  is  fuch  pleafing  woe  !— 
Bears  all  in  hope     *  *  *  * 

^  ^  ^  w  ^  ^ 

*  Here  the  MS.  is  illegible. — Ei>. 
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giif  tli^  squant  of  Utonto^itdaf),  enfeni  th({ 

@aal,  Beaiiinj  a  toi[th;  );oHoiui;d  bu 

<^tuilla  aid  ©aoki[s» 


IBufF»'nPHIS~Whew!  Whet  fmell  of  rats  ond  mice  be  here! 

^tUr»What  Hydro-Sulpho ! — Come,  Chub,  bring  the  beer. 

Hafte  to  thy  mafter.     Light  the  lamp. 
©UE  Aught  moe? — 

Beeft  noo  my  lord? 
^tlU%  Moon-face!   I'll  let  him  know! 

IBUff^Haw!   /  can  grin, — drawl  through  my  nofe  fo  flow. 
^tUr*Ha,  Flefli-vat?     If  I  prate  with  him  to-day, 

He'll  never  mind  to-morrow  what  I  fay  ? 
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IDuff*  Wha  watch'd  our  mefter  gie  thee  gold  laft  night? — 

He  keeps  us  baith,  methinks,  to  work  or  write? 
^tin\  Nay !     Here's  a  biter ! 
HJuff*  Haw!  In  your  guid  fchool, 

I  maun  grow  Hke  ye;  elfe,  I  were  a  fool. 
^tur* He'll  crufh  us  all!     Ere  he  fhould  daub  in  print, 

I'd  break  his  head  and  everything  that's  in't! — 
Duff*  Wliew  !   Rot  thefe  Counts! 
^tlU%  Ha!  ha!  Now  learns  to  curfe? 

Good  Law  has  put  him  here  to  make  him  worfe. 
IDuff*  Hong  them! — The  bench? — Grope!  grope! 
^tur*  Set  down  the  books. 

SulT,  Whet!  Thefe  our  ftraw-beds? 

^tlU%  Ay :  they're  pretty  nooks. 

IDufF*Wha  lies  here? 
Mm\  Ha!  Another.?— Well,  mate? 

a;rn  Well? 

What  tales  abroad? 
.^tUr*  Hufh,  man!   I  dare  not  tell. 

(0r(»  Methought,  I  could  learn  everything  from  thee. 
Art  thou  not  Sturla? 
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^tni%  Lo!   Thy  fervant's  he. 

Behold  here  his  I-Have  with  his  I-Am; — 
A  friend  of  cups  and  tickling  epigram : 
Who  has  been  fool'd  by  Miftrefs  World  fo  long, 
As  now  to  fee  nought  but  the  Foul  and  Wrong; — 
To  fee  in  her  old  phiz  but  frowns  and  pimples 
Where  once  he  faw  fuch  pretty  leers  and  dimples. 
<Bxt*  Kenn'ft  Hallentun  and  Wodennoth? 

^tlU\  Full  well. 

(QXU  Did  he  outlive  the  fight? 

^tlU\  I  cannot  tell. 

He's  fond  of  training  little  children  up: 
If  he  can't  get  them,  then — a  pretty  pup. 
How  jogs  Old  Cefter?     What  has  there  been  done? 
How  flits  our  evil  day  at  Hallentun? 
(BXt.  Ah,  that  I'd  learn ! 

^tUl%  Would' fl:  be  fo  happy  then? 

Cheer  up,  man!  Rife!  We'll  look  about  our  den. 
(25rr.  What  man  goes  there  ? 

^tur*  He's  MoNTOGiLDAs' Jack: 

Who  fiys  "  My  lord?"  and ''  Yes,  my  lord!"  for  fack;-- 
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Was  born  where  Pi6ls  and  Scots  were  wont  to  dwell;— 

Has  learn'd  among  us  how  to  talk  and  fpell ; — 

Can  fing  his  gibberifh,  fcribble,  or  abufe; 

And  Toon  will  write  for  guid  Reviews. 
d*(*When  comes  his  mafter? 
^tUl%  Soon. 

(Bit,  Who's  he? 

^tUn  My  friend; — 

The  genius  of  our  day,  to  whom  all  bend; 

The  giant-mind  that  leads  the  gaping  mafs; 

The  human  lion  o'er  the  human  afs; 

The  beacon  of  our  age:  for  he  has  writ 

Some  little  tales  full  pretty  wit. 
(0rr»  I  met  him  once,  methinks.      How  doth  he  look.? 
^tlU\l^'irk, — lemon-fkinn'd  (thou'lt  find  him  in  his  Book), 

With  round,  big,  rolling.  Oriental  eyes; 

With  forehead  towering — fleeting  in  the  fkies 

Through  long  dark  locks:  wherein  great  genius  lies. 

"  CoNFusio  Ci'REBRi"  his  grand  Work  hight. 

It  fet  ten  thoufand  brains  to  whirl  for  fpite. 

Man  fpurns  aught  new ; — goes  long  to  claflic  fchool ; — 

Won't  think  that,  at  the  laft,  he's  but  a  fool. 


\ 
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And  'tis  right  fad.     It's  f^ae  nice  fport  to  own 
That  one  can  teach  wliat  all  have  never  known : 
Which  "  Cerebri  Confufio  "  does  fo  well 
That  great  men  wifh  it — Where?  I  will  not  tell. — 
A  pretty  madhoufe  and  church-yard  are  near. 
We'll  thither,  lad.     There  we  can  fip  our  beer; 
And  frifk  on  the  livening  Green. 
(0ff^  I'll  go  with  thee. 

^tUnWhat  faid  our  prieft? — He's  very  fond  of  me? — 
I  know  him  well. 
(i^tt^  He  came  to  cheer — to  fay — 

^tUr»To  daub  us  on  thy  mind  in  his  own  way? — 

Old  World  hath  curdled  in  me  Good  to  Evil; 

And  now,  to  boot,  would  call  me,  Devil. 

What  that  one  fays,  is,  was,  and  aye  muft  be; — 

Earth  never  fed  a  greater  rogue  than  he! 

To  grafp  and  crave ;  to  fawn,  hate,  wreak,  and  feaft ; — 

If  any  do  thefe  well,  it  is  a  prieft. — 

Here,  youngling, — here's  a  bumper.      Drink! 

Laugh  at  life's  whirligig.   Don't  think; 

For  Bedlam  is  next  door ; — Eh,  Chub  ? 
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13utf,  Son6l  Chad! 

We  maun  be  wife  if  this  ne  drive  us  mad  ! 
*'tur.  Our  world  hath  one  of  every  leer  and  pall. 
It  muft  be  fo ;  elfe,  'twere  no  world  at  all. 
"  But  he  who  is — " 
Duff.  He  !  he !  Sing  on  ! 
;5>tur.  Wilt  learn //^  .'  ha  I  of  me? 

Thou'rt  fo  fed  up  that  thou  muft  fqueak  He  !  he  ! 
"  But  he  who  is  jolly, 
"  Is  philofophcolly — 
"  Is  philofophcolly  inclined  :" — 
13  Uff,  Whet's ///o — 
^tur.  'Tis  too  learn'd  for  thy  poor  mind. 

We'll  talk  here  Norman,  French,  Greek,  Latin  now  ; 
And  leave  old  Saxon  to  fuch  boors  as  thou. 
Duff.  A  learn'd  one,  ihu !  Wilt  teach  us  whet  to  fpeak? 

Bith  Bread  ond  Chee/e,  or  Cheeje  ond Bread ,  beft  Greek  ? 
«.tur.  Look  to  the  lamp!  Take  hence  thy  collop-flanks! — 
Here,Youthful,drink.  Let  old  World  play  her  pranks. 
Head  up,  lad  ! 
i!5rf.  Well  ? 
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^tUl',  What  has  fhe  done  to  thee  ? — 

Come,  roam  with  us.  Pipe  out  to-day  in  glee. 

i*?rr.  Ah,  well !  We'll  go. 

*tur»  Laugh.  Here's  no  tax  or  rent. 

An  hour  without  a  grin  is  badly  fpent. 
Make  England  laugh,  ye  Wits !  She  looks  fo  green ; — 
Is  full  of  bile — of  fome  old  Dodor's  fpleen. 
Her  faints  have  given  her  fuch  a  hang-dog  leer ; — 
Gloom'd  her  poor  foul  where  fail'd  her  gin  and  beer. 
Make  England  laugh,  ye  Wits  !  She  tipples  well ; — 
Can  wrangle  too  on  all  'yond  Heaven  and  hell. 
But  let  her  be  cheery; — preach  lefs  gloomy  loud ; — 
Be  Hill  as  holy,  but  not  quite  fo  proud. 

Duff*  Ne'er  heed  thet  mon  :  he  likes  to  gibe. 

*tUl\  What  fay'ft,  my  chubby  moon-faced  fcribe  ? 

Art  here  to  lofe  thofe  hanging  cheeks  of  thine  ? — 
But  come,  young  Worthy.  Chirp!  Why  doft  thou  pine  .^ 
Tell  me  thy  tale  : — 

J3ll(f^  I  follow.   Wait! — 

a,jm-.  Our  prieft  told  mine. 

\_Exeunt. 
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at  ^allentun. 


§aitr  Sadu  (Sqkml,  aftitr  Imvms  told  lulrat 

^olm\[  fiaid,  Ijijjf)  hur  laiid  k 

^ml  to  ^om}\ 

Mth  W/'AS  it  not  fo,  VOLMAR  ? 

^OL  I'll  take  my  oath,  it  was  ! 

0ith  O  fend,  my  lord ! — do,  my  good  lord  !  O  fend  ! 
I  too  believe  now  that  poor  Erc  is  there  : 
In  dreadful  dream,  I  faw  his  bleeding  wound  ;  — 
O  fend,  my  gentle  lord !  I  pray  you,  fend  ! 

iBti\  VoLMAR, 
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^^OL  Well,  fire?  Well? 

iBtV*  I  never  heard  before — 

Why,  thou  haft  had  thy  beard  fhaved  off. 
^*0L  My  I^eardF 

JVell?  What's  that  to  do — 'Twas  but  a  half  of  one. 

The  greateft  men  have  generally  had  none. 
(Sn%  I  never  heard,  Letiche  fo  follow'd  thee? 
^OL  It  does,  fire, — it  does  :  it  always  follows  me. 
i^ltL  Redeem  him  from  fuch  hard  death !  O  my  lord ! 

Our  time  is  as  a  guft  that  rufhes  by  ; 

But  it  will  dure  in  England's  Chronicle : 

Where  other  ages — races  yet  unborn 

Will  read  of  all; — hoot  "  Shame !"  at  thefe  fad  days; — 

Tell  how  this  land  was  rack'd  and  forrow-fmitten ! 

Then  let  it  be  that,  on  the  woe-dark  page. 

Thy  good  deeds  fhine ; — that  there,  bright  gilded,ftand : 

"  Gerboud  did  well  in  our  poor  Saxonland !" 
(Bf  1%  We'll  think — I  cannot  trow  that  Erc  is  there, — 
^'OL  I'll  take  my  oath  on't,  fire !  My  head  on  that ! 
iHrL  Why  fhould  /  bid  fo  ?  Art  not  thou  my  lord  ? 

All  hopes  of  him  are  blighted! — loft  for  aye! 
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Dead  Is  dear  Ercon  ! — dead,  his  dear  Melith  ! 
'Tis  thy — thy  wife  who  bids  ; — and  yet  not ; — Nay  ! 
'Tis  Heaven's  flill  might,  that  bows  the  hearts  of  kings; 
'Tis  meek  kind  Charity,  who  fees  his  wounds ; — 
A  bleffed  angel,  mourning  at  our  fide. 
And  whifpering  to  thy  wife  this  prayer  for  him ! 
Shut  not  the  gate  upon  thefe  heavenly  ones. 
Left  ill  betide  !  And,  Oh !  the  heartening  thought 
Of  having  thus  redeem'd  a  poor  loft  brother, — 
What  healing  cheer  in  all  life's  woe  'twill  be ! — 
What  gladdening,  foul-uplifting  thought  to  thee  ! — 

^Ol»  Let  wounds  weep  blood;  but  woman's  eyes  In  tears — 
Thofe  watery  drops  unman  me! — 

(!5tl%  If  I  fent, — 

But  then, — I  do  not  know  Disard  fo  well ; — 
;fBcL  O  nay,  my  lord! — let  not  thy  good  will  halt! 
O  fend,  but  fend! — Behold  me  at  thy  feet! — 
When  thy  ftrong  caftles, — when  yon  holy  church, — 
When  the  bright  palaces  in  ruins  mould ; 
When  I,  and  thou,  and  all  around  are  duft : 
Oh  then,  as  never-crumbling  monument. 


288  (Tljiltrr  l^rroiituoltr. 

This  good  work  yet  above  will  bear  thy  name; — 

Yet  blefled  ftand  rear'd  in  the  Hall  of  Heaven  ! — 
(L*Ol»  Nay,  Saint e  Croix  I  At  this — See  her  thus  weep  and 
kneel  I — 

What  cold-cold-hearted  man ! 
6n**  Well,  Melith.     But — 

^Id*  Tet  flits  my  lord?     Give  not  ill  Nay  to  this! — 

Thou  haft  three  props, — Gold,  Kinfmen,  and  Good 
Works.  (i6) 

But  Gold  forfakes  thee  when  the  death-king  nears; 

For,  nought  more  liking,  it  can  give  thee  nought. 

Friends  bear  thee  to  the  grave;  then  turn  away. 

And  read  thy  will.   But  Good  Works  follow  thee! — 

Rife  with  thee  to  the  blefled  Throne  of  Heaven ; 

And,  as  fair  angels,  plead  for  mercy  there! 

O  be  not  hard,  then!     Do  one  kind  work  more; 

For  never  erring  man  had  fitter  time 

To  prove  his  goodnefs!     Let  it  not  go  by; 

For  Heaven  hath  fent  it  thee,  that  thou  may'ft  have 

Such  pleader  for  thy  fins  ! 
^'OL  Nay  ! — Dear  foul ! — My  eyes — 

But  fee  liiml — like  a  poft  there! 


0n\  Well.   But,  Love, 

I  have  no  might  yon:  Count  Dtsard  is  lord. 

Befides,  I  cannot  trow  that  Ergon  lives — 
Woh  But  I  fay,  he  does ! 

*BtX*  Now,  be  not  thou  fo  angry; — 

^OL  If  ever — Nay! — But,  fire?  Will  you  let  me  fend? — 
Mth  All  fails  to  help  !— 

(Sf  1%  Well.   If  thou  wilt,  thou  may'il. 

^OL  Then,  rife,  my  good  lady  !  Leave  the  reft  to  me. 

I  know  DiSARD.   He'll  do  what  I  will,  I  know; — 

I'm  fure,  he  will. 
jHcL  Heaven  blefs  thee,  kind  Volmar  ! 

^OL  I'll  hurry,  and  fend.  [Exit. 

^tX*  The  little  man  Is  wroth. — 

Weep  not,  Melith  ;  for  thou  may'ft  ftill  become 
Dear  Ergon's  wife  :   I  might  be  flain  fome  day. — 
Come  with  me  to  the  garden. — Weep  not.  Love. — 
Lo,  what  fair  day  :   it  is  the  funnieft  hour. 
Come.   Let  us  reft  there  in  the  bower. —      \_ExeuHt. 
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A.    J.    HOLLINGSWORTH. 


1 .  Chaucer's  "  Man  of  Lawe  "  Stanza. 

2.  Cato  faid,  Man  muft  go  out  of  life  as  out  of  an  inn.  Voltaire, 
in  his  old  age,  fang  more  merrily : — 

"II  faut  fortir  de  la  vie  ainfi  que  d'un  banquet, 
Remerciant  fon  hote,  et  faifant  fon  paquet." 

3.  "  Men  ftriden  profvar  klingan,  och  noden  vannen." 

Frithiofs  Saga. 

4.  What  gallantry  can  the  ladies  expeft  from  a  monk }  I  muft 
apologize  to  them  for  this  rude  old  fellow.  He  had,  probably, 
been  reading  an  old  Eddaic  Poem  \vhich  fays  : — "  Truft  not  to 
the  ice  of  one  day's  freezing ;  neither  to  the  ferpent  that  lies 
afleep  ^  *  *  *  *  *  nor  to  a  field  which  is  newly  fown. 
— Truft  not  to  the  words  of  a  girl ;  neither  to  thofe  which  a 
woman  utters ;  for  their  hearts  have  been  made  like  the  wheel 
that  turns  round  :  levity  was  put  into  their  bofoms. — Flocks 
perifh  ;  relations  die ;  friends  are  not  immortal ;  you  will  die 
yourfelf ;  but  I  know  one  thing  alone  that  is  out  of  the  reach  of 
fate :  and  that  is  the  judgment  which  is  paffed  upon  the  dead." 
So  fays  the  Hdva-mdl.  Tegner  too  has  borrowed  thefe  fenti- 
ments  in  his  verfes  beginning : 

"  Nattgammal  is  tro  icke,  ej  vardags  fno." 

5.  The  Elves  in  this  Work  are  Scandinavian — not  Anglo-Saxon. 

6.  The  Icelandic  "  Farewell." 

7.  "  Skon  ftod  han  der  fom  Balder,  och  hog  fom  Afa-Thor." — 

Frithiofs  Saga. 

8.  "  Wolluft  ward  dem  Wurm  gegeben, 

Und  der  Cherub  fteht  vor  Gott." — Schiller. 

9.  A  fair  young  German  lady  taught  me  a  verfe  of  an  old  German 
fong  which  contained  fome  of  thefe  fentiments.  But — Eheu  ! 
Non  fum  qualis  eram  ! — I  have  forgotten  the  fwcet  words ;  and 
never  knew  who  was  their  author. 

10.  When  Danifli  King  Valdemar  failed  in  any  undertaking,  he 
called  out, — "  I  Morgen  er  det  atter  Dag!"  meaning  that  he 
did  not  give  up,  but  awaited  a  more  favourable  opportunity. 
He  was,  hence,  called — Valdemar  Atterdag :    or,  as  fome  will 
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have  it, — "  fordi  vcd  hans  Itore  Egenfkaber,  Dagen  after  be- 
gyndte  at  oprinde  paa  Danmarks  Isnge  formorkede  Himmel." 

l^Ue  Allens  F(ed7-cltmds  Hiftoric. 

1 1 .  This  metre  and  Stanza  are,  for  aught  I  know,  foreigners  in  our 
language.  They  occur  in  Frithiufs  Saga.  The  ft'^le  too  of 
the  laft  ftanza  but  one  refembles  that  of  the  fourth  in  Frithiofs 
Freftelj'e :  which  begins — 

"  See  ej  pa  de  ogons  himmel,"  &c. 

12.  Though  this  may  appear  to  be  an  Epifode,  it  is  an  effential  part 
of  the  whole  Work. 

13.  This  monfter,  according  to  the  Anglo-Saxons,  was  the  marine 
reprefentative  of  his  Satanic  Majefty. 

14.  We  learn  from  Mr.  Thomas  Wright's  Literature  and  Superfii- 
tions  of  England  in  the  Middle  Ages,  that  Letiche  was  a  white 
harmlefs  animal,  which  appeared  at  night ;  and  was  fuppofed  to 
be  the  fpirit  of  an  infant  that  had  died  before  baptifm.  Mr.  Vol- 
mar's  Letiche  is  a  very  different  perfonage.  It  would  have  been 
an  invaluable  little  animal  in  our  mefmerizing,  Ipiritualizing  age. 
Say  no  more  of  the  fuperftitions  of  the  dark  ages !  What  are  we 
coming  to  now?  Where  our  old  bards  brought  witches  into 
their  Works,  let  our  modern  harpers  give  us  Mefmerizers  and 
Spiritualills — fuch  worthies  as  Kormak.  Thefe  gentlemen  will 
be  the  falvation  of  Poetry. 

15.  In  an  Anglo-Saxon  Dialogue  between  Saturn  and  Solomon,  is : — 
"  Saga  me  h\v5r  g^-e^  feo  funne  on  sfen  to  fstle  r — Ic  pe 
fecge,  Garita  hatte  feo  burh."  A  modern  prieil  would  have 
faid,— "  The  Chinefe  Wall." 

16.  "  Drei  Freunde  hat  der  Menfch,  fagen  die  Rabbiner,  in  diefer 
Welt ;  aber  wie  betragen  fie  fich,  -wenn  der  Engel  des  Todes 
naht?  Das  Geld,  noch  der  belle  Freund  in  unferer  Zeit,  ver- 
liisft  ihn  zuerft ;  Verwandte  und  Freunde  begleiten  ihn  allenfalls 
noch  bis  zur  Pfortc  des  Todes,  dann  kehren  diefe  in  ihre  Hiiufer, 
und  jene  fallen  iiber  den  Schatz  her,  wenn  einer  da  ill ;  der  dritte 
Freund  ill  es  allein,  der  ihn  zum  Throne  des  Richters  begleitet 
— feinc  Werke." — Dcfnokritos,  vol.  ii. 

17.  "  The  fame  breeze  in  which  the  banners  of  the  viflorious  Saxons 
waved,  alfo  fwelled  the  Norman  fails,  and  urged  them  on  towards 
the  coart  of  SulTex." — Thierry.      Norman  Conquejl. 

END  OF  VOLUME  I. 
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I. 
An  Australian  Settler's  Travels. 

In  2  vols.,  post  8vo, 

DIA.RY  OF  TRAVELS  IN  THREE  QUARTERS 
OF  THE  GLOBE. 

BY   AN   AUSTRALIAN   SETTLER. 

"  This  Diary  including  so  many  places  of  interest  at  the  present 
moment,  and  bringing  the  narrative  of  events  down  to  so  recent  a  period, 
will  be  universally  read  and  appreciated." — Observer. 

"  As  a  Book  of  Travel,  this  Diary  is  entitled  to  the  highest  praise. 
We  can  cordially  recommend  it  as  a  work  full  of  animated  and  interest- 
ing descriptions  of  men  and  things." — Morning'  Post. 

II. 
Fourth  Edition  of  "  Paul  rerroll." 

In  post  8vo, 

PAUL     EERROLL.      A    TALE. 

By  the  Author  of  "IX  Poems  by  V." 

THE  FOURTH    EDITION,  WITH   A  NEW   CONCLUDING   CHAPTER. 

"  '  Paul  Ferroir  is  a  most  strikingly  original  production.  It  may  be 
regarded  as  a  phenomenon  in  literature — a  book  that  must  be  read,  and 
cannot  be  forgotten." — J\Ior?iinff  Post. 

"The  fruit  of  much  thoughtful  investigation  is  presented  to  us  in  the 
character  of  '  Paul  Ferroll.'  *  ♦  *  We  do  not  need  to  be  tuld  how  he 
felt  and  why  he  acted  thus  and  thus :  it  will  be  obvious  to  most  minds 
from  the  very  opening  pages  ;  but  thepowerof  the  story  is  not  weakened 
by  this  early  knowledge,  rather  is  it  heightened,  since  the  artistic  force  of 
contrast  is  grand  and  fi^arful  in  the  two  figures  who  cling  so  closely 
together  in  their  fond  human  love." — Morni?ig  Chronicle. 

"  '  Paul  Ferroir  is  a  book  that  will  be  very  much  read,  talked  about, 
and  marvelled  at." — Globe. 

"  The  art  displayed  in  presenting  '  Paul  FerroH'  throughout  the  story 
is  beyond  all  praise." — Examiner. 

"The  incidents  of  the  book  are  extremely  well  managed." — Athenceum 

"  It  is  one  of  the  most  singular  and  striking  works  we  have  ever  read." 
— Economist. 

"  To  all  the  elements  of  powerful  effect,  the  story  adds  the  merit  of 
being  ably  and  forcibly  written." — Jo/in  Bull. 

"  We  have  seldom  read  so  wonderful  a  romance.  We  can  find  no  fault 
in  it  as  a  work  of  art.  It  leaves  us  in  admiration,  almost  in  awe,  of  the 
powers  of  its  author." — New  Quarterly. 
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III. 
Mr.   Piatt's  New  "Work. 

Post  8vo,  10s.  6d, 

LINDEN  MANOR;  OR,  RURAL  RECOLLECTIONS. 

BY  WILLIAM  PLATT,  ESQ. 

"  There  is  something  truly  refreshing  in  the  simple,  homely  themes 
of  '  Linden  Manor;'  they  touch  the  heart,  and  the  contemplation  of  them 
tends  to  exalt  the  mind.  The  writer  may  rest  satisfied  that  he  has  pro- 
duced a  standard  work  which  will  delight  every  class  of  reader.  It  is 
admirably  suited  for  a  Christmas  present." — Sporti?7g  Magazine. 

"  A  book  recommending  itself  to  all  lovers  of  rural  England,  by  its 
honest  sympathy  with  country  scenes,  and  its  loving  observation  of  country 
characters." — T/ie  Leader. 

"  A  pleasant  tale — told  in  a  gentlemanly  style."—  Critic. 

"  Shows  throughout  a  genial  spirit." — Alhenceitm. 

"A  very  meritorious  composition  —  full  of  kind  feeling  and  bright 
fancy." — Morning  Post. 

"  In  these  'Recollections'  we  have  presented  to  us  a  picture  of  life 
as  it  was  in  the  homely  and  hospitable  mansions  of  England's  squires, 
before  the  great  change  which  has  since  come  over  the  spirit  of  our 
dream." — John  Bull. 

"Have  afforded  us  pleasure,  so  rationally  are  these  'Recollections' 
descri  bed . " —  Mortiing  Herald. 

"  Will  be  perused  with  pleasure  by  all  those  who  delight  in  rural 
scenery,  society,  and  associations." — Morning  Adverti.ier. 

"  The  chapters  of  this  pleasing  volume  are  fragmentary  sketches  of 
rural  life,  touched  off  with  a  calm  and  picturesque  pencil.  Will  suit  the 
bright  lamp,  the  warm  hearth,  the  workbox  on  the  table,  and  the  family 
group  arounil  it." — Ei-a. 

"  A  rural  sketch  book,  combined  with  a  very  pleasing  story." — PVeekly 
Times. 

"  This  is  a  work  which  commends  itself  to  our  notice,  especially  for 
the  genial  tone  and  spirit  in  which  it  is  conceived." — Herts  Guardian. 


IV. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  lettered, 

BEATEl^  PATHS  FROM  BOULOGl^E  TO 
BABELMANDEB. 

BY  EDWARD  SULLIVAN,  ESQ. 

Author  of  "  Rambles  and  Scrambles  in  North  and  South  America," 
"  The  Bungalow  and  the  Tent,"  &c." 

"  Mr.  Sullivan  has  here  produced  a  lively,  graphic,  and  entertaining 
volume;  rich  in  curious  anecdotes,  exciting  incidents,  and  scholarly 
allusions." — Morning  P'jsl. 
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V. 

Colonel   Churchill's  Neiw  ^Vork.— Second  Edition. 

In  ?  vols.,  8vo,  with  a  new  and  important  Map,  laid  down  by  the  British 
Officers  of  the  Expedition.  Original  Portraits  of  Druse  and  Maronite 
Chiefs,  and  Illustrative  Landscape  Drawings,  by  F.  Halpen,  Esq. 

MOUNT    LEBANON    AND     ITS 
INHABITANTS! 

A  TEN  years"'  residence,  FROM  1842  TO  1852. 

With  Descriptive  Sketches  of  its  Scenery,  Productions,  &c.,  the  Manners 
and  Customs  of  its  Inhabitants,  particularly  of  the  Druses  and  iMaronites; 
and  a  Full  and  Correct  Account  of  the  Druse  Religion,  Historical  Records 
of  the  Mountain  Tribes,  from  Personal  Intercourse  with  their  Chiefs,  and 
other  Authentic  Sources. 

BY   COLONEL   CHURCHILL, 

STAFF  OFFICER  ON  THE  BRITISH  EXPEDITION  TO  SYRIA. 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Col.  Churchill's  '  Mount  Lebanon '  is  the 
most  complete  work  on  the  subject  that  has  been  given  to  the  public. 
The  history  of  the  Druse  religion  forms  a  most  interesting  and  important 
feature  in  these  volumes." — Observer. 

VI. 
Miss  La  Monte' s  Neiv  Novel. 

In  2  vols.,  post  8vo, 

LOVE    VERSUS     MONEY. 

BY  ELISH   LAMONTE. 

"  This  work  will  take  its  place  among  the  most  popular  novels  of  the 
day.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Ireland  and  the  writer  is  quite  at  home  in 
delineating  the  manners  and  habits  of  that  country.  It  is  a  book  that 
will  be  read  with  delight  by  every  son  and  daughter  of  '  Ould  Ireland.'  " 
— Sporting  Magazine. 

VII. 
The   Kaffir  'War. 

In  1  vol.,  8vo,  with  Map  and  Plates,  the  Second  Edition,  revised, 

CAMPAIGNING   IN   KAEFIRLAND; 

Or,  Scenes  and  Adventures  in  the  Kaffir  W^ar  of  1851-2. 
BY  CAPT.  W.  R.  KING. 

"  Captain  King's  book  contains  the  be.st  picture  that  has  appeared  of 
the  incidents  and  hardships  which  occurred  to  the  troops  engaged  in  the 
war  in  South  Africa." — Spectator. 

"  The  Government  Map  of  the  Cape  prefixed  to  this  new  edition  adds 
greatly  to  the  value  of  the  work." 
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VIII. 
Captain  Henderson's  "New  South  Wales." 

Second  Edition,  in  2  vols.,  post  8vo, 

EXCURSIONS    AND    ADVENTURES    IN 
NEW    SOUTH    WALES. 

BY  CAPTAIN  HENDERSON,  78TH  HIGHLANDERS. 

IX. 
Completion  of  Mr.  James's  New  Historical  MTork. 

In  4  vols.,  8vo, 

THE   LIFE  AND   TIMES    OF  RICHARD 
CCEUR  DE  LION. 

BY   G.   P.   R.  JAMES,    ESQ. 

Author  of  "Richelieu,"  "Life  of  Louis  XI V,"  &c. 

"  Mr.  James's  characters  are  drawn  with  the  utmost  attention  to  exist- 
ing records.  The  events  are  industriously  studied,  so  as  to  bear  the 
stainj)  of  historic  truth  ;  and  the  very  landscapes  are  painted  with  that 
fidelity  which  an  artist  only  can  bestow." — Monllily  Review. 

Subscribers  are  requested  to  complete  their  sets. 

X. 

In  2  large  vols,  8vo, 

A  TREASUKY  OF  PEAPtLS  OF  GEEAT  PRICE, 

Collected  and  set  in  order  by  Louisa  Frances  Poulter. 

"  This  book  is  a  collection  of  choice  readings,  divided  into  four  sections. 
The  first  two  are  from  writers  on  divine  subjects,  ancient  and  modern  ; 
the  third  is  occupied  by  writers  upon  miscellaneous  topics,  the  selections 
all  being  in  harmony  with  a  religious  spirit;  the  fourth  is  composed 
wholly  of  passages  intended  to  breathe  consolation  to  the  bereaved. 
Miss  Poulter's  religious  feeling  is  entirely  separate  from  the  dissentions 
ot  the  (lay.  It  regards  the  essence  ot  Christianity,  and  awakens  only  the 
most  universal  and  Catholic  emotions.  Therefore  it  is  that  her  treasury 
— which  contains  just  and  beautiful  thoughts  of  all  kinds  from  writers 
themselves  conHicting  much  in  opinion  on  points  of  discipline — among 
contemporaries,  for  example,  from  the  Vicar  of  Frome  and  Archdeacon 
Manning,  as  well  as  from  Mr.  Maurice,  Thomas  Carlyle,  and  Walter 
Savage  Landor — is  one  out  of  which  men  of  all  sects  may  draw  stores  for 
the  increase  of  their  own  wealth.  So  choice  is  the  fruit  offered  us  here 
Iroin  the  best  trees  of  a  most  extensive  orchard — and  though  it  is  true 
that  in  our  greediness  we  could  wish  Miss  Poulter  had  gone  to  some 
trees  that  have  been  passed  by,  this  cannot  be  said  in  blame  ;  for  when 
the  lap  is  full  the  gathering  must  cease.  In  the  whole  lapful  there  is 
nothing  that  we  wish  to  throw  away  ;  we  may,  therefore,  all  sit  down 
and  be  thankful  to  the  biinger  of  the  ie-A'&t."— Examiner. 

"  I  believe  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  so  many  noble  seritiments, 
passages  of  such  eloquence  and  exquisite  beauty,  so  great  a  variety  of 
thoughts  in  the  highest  degree  original  and  interesting,  will  seldom  be 
found  within  the  narrow  compass  of  two  volumes  ;  and  that  the  title  I 
have  given  to  them  is  no  vain  assumption  for  that  they  do  indeed  contain 
*  PearKs  of  Great  Price.'  "—Preface. 
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THE    CHARACTERISTICS    OF    WOMEJ^. 

BY  MRS.  JAMESON. 
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XII. 

Third  Edition,  in  2  vols.,  post  8vo, 

CELEBRATED   FEMALE  SOVEREIGNS. 

BY  MRS.  JAMESON. 

"  Weare  indebted  to  Mrs.  Jameson  for  these  very  delightful  volumes." 
— yeiv  Moulhly. 

"  A  series  of  admirable  biographies  of  celebrated  Female  Sovereigns." 
—  Melropolilan . 

XIII. 

Turning  in  all  its  Branches. 

With  numerous  plates,  price  7s.  6d.  bound,  post  free,  a  complete  and 
practical  Guide  to  this  beautiful  science,  entitled, 

THE  HANDBOOK   OF  TURNING. 

XIV. 
A  Gift  Book  for  all  Seasons. 

THE  ELEVENTH  EDITION  —  THE  FLOWERS  COI.OUHED   FROM   NATURE. 

In  1  vol.,  choice  silk  binding,  price  10s.  6d.  post  free, 

THE   LANGUAGE   OF    FLOWERS. 

(fleurs  parlantes.) 

DEDICATED  BV  SPECIAL  PERMISSION  TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  KENT. 

"  An  elegant  edition  has  just  been  issued  of  the  '  Language  of  Flowers.' 
It  appears  to  have  been  the  object  of  the  publishers  to  furnish  a  book 
that  shall  be  suitable  in  every  respect  as  a  presentation  or  gift  book, 
so  ex(iuisitely  finished  are  its  embellishments,  and  so  chaste,  elegant,  and 
appropriate  its  highly  ornamental  silk  binding." 

XV. 

Second  Edition,  in  post  8vo,  price  7s.  6d, 

A    TRIP    TO    THE    TRENCHES, 

IN  FEBRUARY  AND  MARCH,  1855. 

BY  AN  AMATEUR. 
"  This  book  records  the  convictions  arrived  at  in  the  Crimea  by  one 
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who,  far  from  prejudicec]  in  our  favour,  determined  to  ascertain  on  the 
spot  the  truth  for  himself;  and  now,  having  seen  with  his  own  eyes, 
this  unwilling  witness  renders  full  justice  to  our  efforts."— Tmes. 

"  This  work  is  written  with  piquancy  and  graphic  power,  and  contains 
much  that  must  be  acceptable  at  the  present  moment"— Post. 

XVI. 

In  1  vol.,  post  8vo, 

HEEBERT  ANNESLIE.    A  Reminiscence. 

BY  FULWAR  CRAVEN  FOWLE, 

OF  THE  BENGAL  CIVIL  SERVICE. 

"A  tale  of  every-day  life,  well  written,  and  pointing  a  wholesome 
moral. — Critic. 

"  Realizing  those  agreeable  scenes  of  raral  life  so  dear  to  the  national 
heart.  It  is  ditlicult  to  shake  off  the  impression  that  we  are  really  listen- 
ing to  a  narrative  of  facts  told  in  the  very  person  of  their  chief  actor. 
The  delineations  of  natural  country  life  are  among  the  foremost  merits 
of  the  book." — hit.  Chro?i. 

XVII. 
Miss  Norris's  New:  Work. 

In  3  vols.,  post  8vo, 

PHILIP    LANCASTER. 

BY  MARIA  NORRIS. 
Author  of  "The  Life  and  Times  of  Madame  de  Stael." 
"  There  is  as  much  matter  of  thought  and  variety  of  subject  in  '  Philip 
Lancaster '  as  is  often  found  in  half-a-dozen  novels  or  volumes  of  sketches  ; 
it  is  not  unlike  '  Our  Village,'  by  the  late  Miss  Mitford." — Spectator. 

xviir. 

In  1  vol.,  post  8vD, 

ANNE      BOLEYN; 

Or,  the  Suppression  of  the  Religious  Houses. 

"  The  great  conflict  between  Popery  and  Protestantism  in  the  reign 
of  Henry  VTII.  is  powerfully  illustrated  in  this  historical  romance;  while 
the  fate  of  the  unhappy  Queen  who  is  the  heroine  of  the  tale  is  delineated 
with  a  highly  graphic  pen." — John  Bull. 

XIX. 

Mr.   Patmore's  New  Work. 

In  3  vols.,  post  Bvo, 

MY  FRIENDS  AND  ACQUAINTANCE. 

BY  P.  G.  PATMORE,  ESQ. 

"  A  work  of  rare  personal  and  literary  interest,  a  kind  of  kaleidoscope 
of  the  literary  vior\d."—Jo/m  Bull. 

"His  volumes  contain  much  clever  writing  and  pleasant  anecdote." 
—  lixumlner. 
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XX. 

In  1  large  vol,  8vo, 

SKETCHES    AND    CHAEACTEKS: 

Or^  the  Natural  History  of  the  Human  Intellects. 

BY  J.  W.  WHITECROSS. 

"This  work  is  full  of  animated  yet  deep  reflection;  it  is  strikingly 
marked  by  originality  of  views." — Literary  Chronicle. 

XXI. 

OUTLINES  OF  MILITARY  FORTIFICATION. 

For  the  use  of  Officers  of  the  Line,  Militia,  Students,  &c. 

^Vith  a  Plan  of  the  Citadel  of  Antvirerp. 

By  J.  S.  ERLAM,  Esq.,  Engineer  Officer. 
XXII. 

Bnatx  tTjr  CE^pcctal  Patromigr  of  |fjrr  iHajr^tn  v<v-i3rtnrc  ^n^nt. 

CORRECTED  THROUGHOUT  BY  THE  NOBILITY. 

Mr.  LODGE'S  PEERAGE  &  BARONETAGE  for  185G, 

IS  NOW  RE.\DY. 

Mr.  Lodge's  "Peerage"  being  the  only  work  of  the  kind  published 
under  the  Royal  Patronage,  every  effort  is  employed  to  render  it 
strictly  accurate.  The  work  is  submitted  for  correction  throughout  to 
the  head  of  each  noble  family.  'The  account  of  the  collateral  branches 
is  corrected  by  their  representatives.  An  authenticated  history  of  the 
families  of  the  highest  classes  is  thus  obtained.  The  latest  corrections 
are  made  and  introduced  in  their  proper  places  in  consequence  of  the 
type  being  kept  constantly  standing — a  feature  peculiar  to  this  work. 

In  the  New  Edition  for  1856,  just  published,  the  numerous  changes 
occasioned  by  the  war  are  especially  noted. 


CHEAP    EDITIONS. 

ADVENTURES  OF  AN  ATTORNEY  IN  SEARCH  OF  PRACTICE. 

7s.  6d. 

ADVENTURES  OF  A  GENTLEMAN  IN  SEARCH  OF  A  HORSE. 
By  Sir  George  Stephen.  6th  Edition.  Illustrated  by  Cruikshank.  7s.  6d. 

BAGSTER'S  MANAGEMENT  OF  BEES, 

WITH     A     DESCRIPTION     OF     THE     LADIES'     SAFETY    HIVE. 

Third  Edition,  with  40  Engravings.     7s.  6d. 

DOCTRINES  OF  THE  REFORMATION  IN  THE  WORDS  OF  THE 
GREAT  REFORMER,  MARTIN  LUTHER. 

Cloth  lettered,  2s.  6d. 
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NEW    POEMS, 
rhe  Emigrants  Pr--.:^  --ni  P      :: 

CamUUniola.     ^  Century. 

The  Parricide.    ■ 

Fax  and  Nc^iT.    -  ■  BjEriiiiWR. 

S?.:::T  B;ir:holoine"W''£Di V  3.  Bj  Stewart Loceter. 

Sacred  P-a^ms.    B^^  _       -      -  .  -iisr,  witha 

N;- 

The  Last  Da3rs  of  DiienlL    Bj  w.  G.  Starscck. 
Po^tical  Tentarivcs.    By  Ltss  Ermh. 

"^ t         3/   rH;i.?   CHALOSSa. 

DianiaS.     5/ in  Ess'-T?H>r-tT. 
ila  •  <:f.  Passjox  Pas ?  is.  fnm  the  Cvmnc 

I-c:£am  and  "  ^  Esq- 

HaiLno.    -^  i    .    . 

Mordr-cr.     -^  Tale.    By  W.  G.  Starbgck. 

Sir  E.  L.  Bolwer's  Eva ;  *^  oti»er  Poenis. 
Lavs  of  Many  Yf  ^  r^     3t  the  Re^.  J.  D.  Hrtx. 
Eojal  a:id  E'._  .-  Letters;  and  other  Pbems. 

Ai»«th«»r  Note  on  tiife  Turkish  (^nestion.   (^^o*  by  a 

bat  by  th-:  A-:.. :  ^ 

War  Lyrics,     Se  :lcfc-     By  A.  and  L.  Shore. 

BandolpL    >-  ^  -  ' 

ON    THE    COMPOSITION     OF     POETRY. 


THE    YOUNG    POET'S    ASSISTANT; 

K  Few  Hinti  ca  t^^e  C       :    -  :    .  Bt  As  Oii:  RtTitWER. 


FOR  AUTHORS  PtrBI.ISHIH6. 

ADVICE  TO  AT'TIIDRS.  In ix^.c-rienced  Writers, 

•--*-  ar.i  Possessors  of  >!  -  i.     -.  :"- r  i  '  r.t:.'.  pablicatioa  of  Books 

ir.t-ir.ir i  for  G  '  "^  '  Sent  post 

Messrs.  SAU-NDERS  axd  OILEi",  T  i,  Condoit  Street. 


READING  FA:MILIES  AXB  BOOK  CLUBS. 

A^.L  THE  NXW  AVD  POPULAR  BOOKS, 

•r=st  Works  of  Fiction.  nsaT  be  obtained  for  perusal  at 
~   AND  OTLEY=   ~  Ve  Library,  Coodnit  Street. 

5  *  rr -^'h!7  '-^  C  -  :b«criber3,  and  the  nomber  of 

ant  of  the  annnal  Sab- 
. ^  wlthi^ot  charge.     Terms 


oXDERS  A5D  OTLEJ,  Pob'  -=  /-  Street. 
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